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P N EF ACE 
To THE. 


CURIOUS AND SERIOUS READERS. 
—  _— 
Curious READER, 


Do not propoſe by the following lines- to 
ſatisfy your curioſity, any further than by 

a plain explication of this ſcriptural Song, 1n 
a way adapted to the New Teftament diſpen- 
{ation : and perhaps you will be at no loſs, 
if you find the equity of the paraphraſe, even 
where you loſe the elegance of the poem; 
or if you find any precious truth to edify 
your ſoul, though you 1hould miſs a pom- 
pous embelliſhment to gratify your fancy. 
If I had been of the opinion that no poem 
ſhould ſee the light, but ſuch as has the name 
of ſome great and famous poet prefixed to it, 
and could reaſonably expect the univerſal ap- 
plauſe of a learned age, I would never have 
conſented to the publication of this, in a.day 
wherein the art of poeſy is improved to ſuch 
great per ſect ion by ſome, whole bright gee 
nius has made them capable to ſet forth their 
poetical productions in a very beautiful and 
ſplendid dreſs, If I thought that nothing now 
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4 Tote Curious Reader. 


caſt into the mould of metre could be uſeful 
and edifying, but what is ſuperlatively ſine, 
I would have been quite diſcouraged from 
this attempt: but to be of this mind, were in 
effect to think there could be no wholeſome 
food but what is preſented in à lordly diſh ; 
no good lodging in any houſe, but ſuch as 
were built by ſome curious mechanic, or fa- 
mous architect; nor convenient accommoda- 
tion in any roc or chamber, but ſuch as were 
finely painted, c hung around with very neat 
arras. How few would there be to fight for 
- their country, if none were allowed todo fo, 
but mighty heroes, great champions, and 
uch as are head and ſhonlders higher than 
others? How many muſt. go naked, if no 
clothing were allowed but filk and ſatin, afid 
rich embroideries? It will be hard to per- 
ſuade the world, that none ſhould write or 
make uſe of a pen, but ſuch as could imitate 
the ſineſt copperplate; or that none ſhould 
open their mouth to fpeak above their breath, 
but ſuch as can equal the fineſt orator. 
But tbough ia this effay I pretend not to 
act the part of the lofty poet, yet 1 have en- 
deavoured that what I hope is obvious to the 
vulgar, and not above their view, may be at 
the ſame time not nauſeous to the polite, nor 
below their view, if they are fuch as can lay 


whom no plain ſerious goſpel-ttuths can give 


aſide the ſullen air of criticiſm. Thoſe, to 


any ſatis faction, and to whom nothing elſe but i 
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To the Curious Reader: "0 


flowers of wit, and flights of rhetoric can 
give delight, do perhaps too much bewray 
2 their ignorance of pious pleaſures. The foul 
may be miſerably hungered and ſtarved, where 
the fancy only is pleaſed and feaſted. And 
hence 1 look upon it as a moſt candid and in- 
genious acknowledgment of a famous and reli- 
gious poet (Dr. Iſaac Watts), in the preface 


to his'excellent Hymns and Spiritual Songs, 


14 ſpeaking of ſome of them; .I confeſs myſelf, 
ſays he, to have been too oft tempted away 
from the more ſpiritual deſigns J propoſed, 


© byſomegay and flowery expreſſions that gra- 
5 tified the fancy; the bright images too oft 
„% prevailed above the fire of divine affection, 


and the light exceeded the hezt.” Now, 


though I own that the defect of my poetical 


talent might lead me to an acknowledgment 
of a quite other nature, being ſeuſible how 


much every paragraph here deſpairs of giv- 


ing much delight to thoſe of a more refined 
= taſte, and of pleaſing the fancy with many 
bright embelliſhments of poetry; yet the 
great ſcarcity of theſe may have this great 
advantage, that here there are few ſuch beau- 
3 tiful flowers or bright images to tempt any 
man away from the ſpiritual deſign, or ſo to 
= gratify the fancy, and to prevail above the fire 
of divine affe&ion, that. ſhould burn in'the 
= heart with a heat equal to the light, No 


that I am diſobliged with theſe gay and flowe 
ery expreſſions in this and other valuabl. 
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1 To the Curious Reader. 


authors, whereby they are fo apt to be a 
temptation to themſelves and their readers, 
even in their ſpiritual ſongs ; for I muſt con- 
tels they have been oft ſo tempting and al- 
luring to myſelf, that as I have frequently 
both here and elſewhere eſſayed to imitate 
them, by adopting ſome of their delicious 


metaphors ; fo I would have certainly run 


into the fame fault, if J had been endued 
with the fame genius: only I may infer from 
the foreſaid confeſſion, that poems upon divine | 
ſubjects, which afford not a train of thoſe | 
gay temptations that bewitch the fancy and 
divert the imagination, may, upon this ac- 
count, be at leaſt not the leſs fitted for ad- 
vancing ſpiritual deſigns and divine affections. 

Lam not here to make any apology for the 
metre, though ſome may judge that in this eſ- 
lay, I have ſtudied rhyme as much as poeſy. 


1 know that there may be good mulic and 


2 meaſure without the gingle of a crambo : and | 


that it is a great weakneſs to humour the 
found, ſo us to darken the ſenſe. 1 own, my 


_diſiteulty never lay much in ſtudying the 
eratabo, with the even cadency; for theſe, if 
they be any parts or properties of poeſy, 
occurred natively enough, without much 
thought: and perhaps it would have been a 
fault to have ſlightad the rhyme defigned!y | 
in a compoſure of this fort, fitted for the re- 
ligious recreation of ſerious Chriſtians: eſpe- 
cially when I find the forementioned eminent 


| To the Curious Reader. "TM 
2 poet (by whoſe remarks, of which I had a 


rs, little ſpecimen, perhaps the following ſheets 
n- |} had been better poliſhed for the public, had 
l- his circumſtances allowed a more cloſe and 
ly full review thereof) in his Hymns, page 194. 
utc oy a marginal note I find him, I ſay, © hoping 
us the reader will forgive the neglect of rhyme 
un * even in the firſt and third lines of the ſtan- 
ed * za throughout ſome following pages;“ 
m which ſuppotes it may be a fault, in bis opi- 
ne nion, not to humour the metre in eſſays of 
fe | this nature. But if any think J have done 
nd it too much, all I can accuſe myſelf of, is on- 
0 ly that I did not neglect the rhyme when 
d- words favouring it appeared to me as appo- 
bs.  fite to the purpoſe as others, and the low ge- 
he nninus afforded no better. 
1. 1 am ſorry. for your ſake, curious reader, 
Y that precious truth is here ſet before you in 
d ſuch a coarſe garb; but if you attend to the 
d matter, it will, as 1 ſaid, be no loſs to you, 
22 that you have not here many artful embroi- 
y deries. I do not indeed think that ſacred truth 
1e can be ſet off in too comely a dreſs, no mote 
ik than I think that the Holy Bible can be print» 
y, ed with too good a type, or too fine a paper; 
ch but if every page and paſſage thereof were 
a illuminated or adorned with fine cuts, I ſup- 
y Þ poſe this would do more harm than good, 
- |= and be more diverting than edify ing. | 
— I ſhould be glad to ſee this ſacred book 


painted forth in mere lively, pure, and ſpi- 
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* To the Curious Reader. 
ritual colours, than it can appear into, in 


here be but juſt, you will perhaps be much 
obliged to a genius that could not ſet it with- 
in a curiouſly. gilded frame to divert your eye 
from it. 

But when you hear of the ſpirituality and 
religious defign of this poem, and that (as 
I may ſhow in the other part of the preface), 
the ſubje& thereof, is not the fair Circaſſian, 
but the /ar Chriſtian, and his infinitely faire 


the theme be more noble in itſelf, and more 
needful to be read and conſidered, than all 
the wanton ſonnets in the world, however 
artfully trimmed ; yet I am afraid this ſub- 
ject be thought 10 jejune, inſipid, and un- 
faſhionable,” that it is poſlible, after you 
have ſatisfied your curioſity, ſo far as to glance 
over a few lines of this book, you may throw 


your judgment pro or con; and this is all 
the poor profit and advantage you ſhall get 
by it, if you remain always more curious 
than ſerious. And, fince J have done with 
you, I ſhall apply myſelf to thoſe, to whom 
this little eſſay will readily be more welcome 
and © po Low F 


this homely eſſay; however if the picture 


er head and "huſband Jeſus Chriſt : though 


it aſide like an old almanack, and ſoon give 
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”  Sertous READER, 


"PHOUGH ir is eſpecially for your ſpirts | 


tual edification and comfort, I have eſſay- 


1 ed in this manner to explain and open up the 
goſpel that is contained in this ſacred ſong ; 
yet I deſign not to ſay one word to you in com- 


mendation of this poem upon it, nor does it 
= deſerve I ſhould, if it cannot, through the 
= bleſſing of God, commend itſelf to your heart 
= and experience. But if you are exerciſed - 


unto godlineſs,.and acquainted with the ſweet 


life of fellowſhip and, communion with our 


Lord Jeſus Chriſt, I hope you ſhall here ſee 
a picture and repreſentation both of his heart 
towards you, and of your heart towards him 
and a portraiture of the ſweeteſt experience 
of intimacy with heaven, that the. bride of 
— Chriſt can have upon earth. And I judge 
| that a ſong upon this ſubje& is not unſeaſon- 
able amidit theſe evil days, wherein the ſongs 


of the temple are like to be turned into howl+ 


| ings, and wherein the bride, the Lamb's wife, 


is ready to hang her harp upon the willows. 


How deſirable were it, if this little book 


might prove a mean for helping her to ſing 
away her ſorrows, and to harmonize with 
the deſign of that precious promiſe, Hol. ii. 


15. * | will give her the valley of Achor 
for a door of hope, and ſbe ſhall ſing there, 
| To drive away the night of trouble, wi th 


ſongs of praiſe, would be a work. aud exet· 
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_. ciſe moſt ſvitable to that gracious name our 
Lord takes to himſelf, Job xxxv. 10. God 
our Maker, who giveth ſongs in the night,” 


We have a divine precept, perhaps too 


much forgotten and neglected even among 
the ſerious, Eph. v. 18, 19.—* Be filled 
+ with the ſpirit, ſpeaking to yourſelves in 
„ pſalms and hymns, and ſpiritual ſongs, 


« ſinging and making melody in your heart | . 


© to the Lord; and, Col. iii. 16. Let the 
« word of Chriſt dwell in you richly 'm all 
« wiſdom :* teaching and  admoniſhing one 
another in pſalms, and hymns, and ſpiri- 
4 tual ſongs, finging with grace in your 
hearts to the Lord.” And how we are 
to ſing we are further taught, not only by 


the Apoſtle's example, 1 Cor. xiv. 15. I 5 


« will ſing with the ſpirit; and T will ſing 
with the underſtanding alſo;“ but likewiſe 
by an expreſs divine appointment, Pſal. xlvii. 
6, 7- where the command to fing is repeated 
five times in a breath, Sing praiſes to God, 
* ſing praiſes: ſing praiſes unto our king, fin 
_ © /praiſes. Sing ye praiſes with underſtand- 
* ing.” Nov, this ſacred ſong of Solomon 
being very myſterious and metaphorical, that 
ou may be the more able to ſing it over with 
underſtanding and judgment, I have endea- 
voured to lay open the myſteries and meta- 
phors thereof to your view. 
I have deſignedly caſt this book into the 
mould of common metre: becauſe, as it was in- 


IE EE 
| = hs 


A GP. <A AA Hi%, e 


I Ng 
Wa 
a At 


"xo ; 
2. Wer 8 &Y r . 
1 Le N > 
PSs > 3 AW, "x * N Eu hs > Te 


RS. 4 bs RT „„ d 
ICE. ta 2 1 3 — 3 
Sn Xs 2 EEC OS FTE: we ele 
e a ION. Es l MC, R 
we . bn oo 


282 my 


To the Serzous Reader, 11 


tended eſpecially for the uſe of ſerious Chri- 
ſtians in this part of the iſland; ſo in caſe 
any of them ſhould fee fit to make ſome of 


= theſelines a part of their ſpiritual and devout 
recreation in ſecret, they might, if they pleaſe, 


ſing them over in any of the tunes to which 


they are accuſtomed in our Scots churches, 
where none but the common tunes are uſed. 
And in the whole I am fo far from attempt- 
7 ing to ſoar aloft above your capacity, that 
= wherever I have been obliged to uſe any 
words {ſuch as prolific, melhfluous, &c.) 


which I reckon are not fo obvious to the un- 


derſtanding of the vulgar, I have explained 

them at the foot of the page, and hope it is 
but very ſeldom any ſuch words occur to 

cloud and darken the ſenſe to you. | 


I know that this ſacred book of feripture 


wherein the ſweeteſt and nobleſt inſtances of 
the grace of Chriſt toward his church and 


people are repreſented under the figure of a 

conjugal ſtate, has been greatly profaned 
by impure writers, who have uſed or rather 
abuſed their poetical art to the gratifying of 


{> carnal minds; and proftituting this holy di- 


vine ſong to the moſt unholy ends. I have 
3 therefore endeavoured in this paraphraſe ſo 


to open the import ef every metaphor, as to 


fecure it from being perverted and abuſed to 


wanton paſſions, which, I hope, ſhall find no 


"2 handle here by any mode of expreſſion tend- 
ing to divert the mind from the ſpirituality 
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of the theme. The compoſure upon every | 
text here is ſuch, as I think, without great 
violence done to it, can never be applied to 


groom the Lamb of God, and the bride' the; 
Lamb's wife, as the church i is deſigned Rer. 
xxi. 83 * be 

I * RET it needleſs here in a prefatory Th 
way, to offer you a key for opening this ſong, 
fAnce this has been done ſo oft and fo well al- 
ready by others, and particularly Darham's 


many hands; I refer the reader to his Clavis 
Cantici, prefixed to that book. . Mr. Henry 


the more fit this book be now opened in a 
way ſuited to that diſpenſation, fince Chriſt 
is more frequently and clearly repreſented in 
the New Teſtament, than in the Old, as the * 
Bridegroom of his church and people ; for 
which I might mulkiply inſtances, were it 
need ful. 

The objections of adverſaries nne the 
divinity of this book are but weak and trif- 
ling, while we are confirmed in the faith of 
its divine extraction, and ſpiritual applica- 
tion to the marriage detween Chriſt and 
his church, by the ancient, conſtant, and con- 
curring teſtimony both of the Jewiſh and 
Chriſtian church. And hence, though te 


any lovers inferior to that glorious bride- þ 


bock upon it, which is ſo common among 


fays, Lhe beſt key for opening this book 15 i ; 
me xlvth pſalm, which we find applied to 
Chriſt in the New Teſtament. And it ſeems | 
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F cCarnal minds, it is a flower out of which the 

s 1 have ned poiſon; yet, to thoſe that are 
to | > ſpiritual, it is ae than honey and the 
e- © honeycomb. 3 infomuch that ſome have made 
155 FE it the mark and charaQeriſtic of a ſaint, 
V- | 3 to find and experience the ſpiritual reliſh and 
= quickening ſavour of this part of ſcripture. 

TJ P Profane wits, who ridicule this lofty an- 
be | F-3þ | them as a carnal epithalamium or marriage 
i- ® ſong, ſeem to be at a nonplus, whether to 
* apply it to Solomon's marriage with the 
8 Egyptian princels, or a Circaſſian dame; but 
they muſt be yet at a greater loſs what to 
Y 5 make of {ome compliments and commenda- 


15 tions given to Solomon's bride, if they were 
fo to be properly, and not ſiguratively, under- 
ns | 400d. For how monſtrous and ridiculous 


Sa 5 . {were it to deſcribe her as having an head 
it like Carmel, teeth like a flock of ſheep, 
a noſe like the tower of Lebanon looking 

i toward Damaſcus, and terrible like an 
or . army with banners! & c. And if Solomon's 
it | chariot were to be underſtood properly and 
F — of what matter would they ſup- 


od 
* 
DE 


he K | poſe it to be made, when the midi of it is 
if. 7 ſaid to be paved with love? Or, if love be 
no material thing, how ſhall it be a material 


a= L chariot? But this ſacred ſong is not the worſe, 
7 becauſe profane and, wanton wits abuſe it, 
. 1 and endeavour to faſten their abſurd and ob- 
nd ſcene ſenſes upon ſome paſſages of it, It re- 
4 | quires indeed, as ſome interpreters acknow- 
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ledge, a ſober and pious, not a fooliſh and laſci- 
vious reader. Itbreathesforth the hotteſt flames 
of love between Chriſt and his people, and 
has in all ages of the church been moſt ſweet, 
comfortable, and uſeful to all that have read 
it with ferious and ſpiritual eyes. One of 
the fathers (Athanaſius) comparing this ſong 
with other ſcriptures of the Old Teſtament, 
ſays, it is like John the Baptiſt among the 
Prophets : other ſcriptures ſpeak of Chriſt as 
coming, and ufar off; this ſpeaks of him, 
and to him, ag already come, and near-hand; 

ſo familiar and preſent is he here repreſented 
both to the faith and ſenſe of his' people. 
Zanchius makes this ſong a compend and 
copy of the ſpiritual marriage with Chriſt. 

And another” great divine (Bodius in Eph.) 
calls it ipfius fidei et ' religionis Chriftiane 
. medulla, the very marrow and ſubſtance of 
faith and Chriſtianity itſelf. And therefore 
I hope it will not be reckoned an unprofita- 
ble work or ſervice to open up in a homely 
poeſy, ſunk to the level of vulgar capacities, 
the great goſpel-myſteries contained in this 


allegorical ſcripture,” and in a ſtrain ſuited Ir 


the New Teſtament diſpenſation, | 


This eſſay, ſerious reader, being the fruit 


of ſome ſtudy and application only at leiſure 
hours, is on this account the work of ſeveral 
years: and though occafions had allowed, yet 
the nature of the ſtudy, however pleaſant m 
itſelf, was more ſevere both to body and 
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To the Serious Reader. 15 


mind, than to have allowed a continued pro- 
greſs in it without many intermiſſions till it 
Was finiſhed. Some parts of this compoſure 
being therefore at ſome years diſtance. from 
other parts of it, it is poſſible ſome diſcern- 
ing and judicious readers will obſerve that 
ſome of the texts and chapters are explained 
with more life and accuracy than others; 
which may be eaſily accounted for, by every 
dne who knows that the vein of poeſy and 
frame of ſpirit is ſubject to various altera- 
tions, bigher or lower, at different times. 


The greateſt defect I have here found myſelf 


to labour under, was with reference eſpeci- 
ally to that ſpirituality of frame, heavenli- 
neſs of mind, and cloſe communion. with 
Chriſt; that an eſſay to open this facred divine 
ſong required; ſince in it the believer's moſt 
intimate fellowſhip with this glorious Bride- 
groom is repreſented under ſo many figu- 
rative expreſſions. However, it has been 

my- earneſt defire ſometimes, that my labour 
in this may not be in vain in the Lord. 
but that it might contribute, through the di- 
vine bleſſing, to the inſtruction, edification, 
and comfort of the Lord's people, eſpecially 
ſuch as have little acceſs to read large com- 
ments upon this ſacred. ſong ; ; and particular- 
ly thoſe of the congregation which I have fo 
long had a ſpecial concern in, and relation 
It, and to whom I have but very ſeldom 

B 13 
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preached upon texts in this book of the Song 
of Solomon. 

It muſt he owned, "there are great depths 
in this allegorical ſcripture, the letter where- 
of kills thoſe that reſt in that, and look no 
further: but the ſpirit thereof giveth life, 
2 Cor. iii. 6. John vi. 63.; and that it re- 
quires great pains and caution to point out 
the meaning of the Holy Ghoſt, in every 
part of this poetical book, and in applying 
the figures and fimiles therein to the ſeveral 
graces and virtues of the Bridegroom and 
Bride; and therefore I have not admitted of 
any private thought or imagination of mine 
own in the interpretation of this notable part 
of holy ſcripture, without obſerving my view 
thereof to be agreeable with the judgment of 
ſound commentators upon it. Though they 
could afford me little help, as to the form, 
yet from them I willingly collected materi- 
als. Nor did I venture to make a paraphraſe 
upon any one verſe here, till I had con- 
ſalted them, and was ſatisfied that I ſhould 
not deviate from the current of orthodox 
Writers, their Judgment upon it, of which 
you have here a ſum. Though yet the pa- 
raphraſe is the longer, that I have not only 
enlarged upon thoſe places that I reckon- 
ed were moſt emphatical, but alſo touched 
at the connection of one verſe and purpoſe 
with another, where I thought it was neceſ- 
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fary for the illuſtration of the ſcope. Nor 
have I paſſed over any one verſe, however 
more curtly treated than others, without 
giving ſome plain view of the meaning and 

import of it. And if more ſeem to be ſaid 


upon any verſe in this ſong than is directly 
imported in it, I hope it will be reckoned no 


great fault, if what is ſaid be evidently de- 
ducible from it, or neceſſary for the further 
explication of it, and for adapting this para- 
phraſe upon an Old Teſtament ſong to a 
New Teſtament diſpenſation. Beſides, the 
ſenſe being cramped and contracted within 
the narrow bounds of common metre, has 
ſometimes made the repetition (though not 
of words, yet), of matter unavoidable z and 
#hongh every explication is but an amplified 
circumlocution, yet J have uicd as few repe- 
titions as could conſiſt with my defign of con- 
veying a clear idea of the meaning. 

{ thought fit to ſet down the ſcripture text 
at large before the paraphrate, partly that 
every one even of thoſe who would hardly | 
be at the pains to conſult their Bibles, might 


have an opportunity to compare the text and 


the paraphraſe together: and partly that 
there might be occaſion to mark upon the 
margin ſome of the different readings that 
the original text admits of, which I endeavour 
allo not tc neglect in the Paraphraſe. 
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CHAP. I. 


Tur Church's Love unto Chriſt—She confeſſeth her De 
formity, and prayeth to be directed to his Flock Chriſt 
directeth her to the Shepherds Tents; and ſhoweth his 
love to her, giving her gracious promiſes— The Church - 
and Chriſt congratulate one another. | 


| Tre T1TLE. 
Verſe x. The ſong of ſongs, which is Solomon's. 


HE choice of anthems * exquiſite, 
From Solomon's ſacred pen, 
Which doth to heavenly love excite 
The ſouls of holy men. 


Its characters divine evinee, 
And evident}y clear, 
A wiſer king, a greater prince, 
Than Solomon is here. 
Who from above did animate 
And with celeſtial flame 


Inſpire the ſong to equal that 
Of Moſes and the Lamb. 


This to the Lamb's fair bride belongs, 
To ſound on all her ſtrings _ 
With tuneful harp the ſong of ſongs 
To Chriſt the King of kings, 
Songs. * 2 
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20 AParaphraſe on 


Tur CRHuRch's Worws. 


Verſe 2. Let bim kiſs me with the Kiſſes of 855 1 
mouth: for thy love is better than wine. 


Let him who in my room and place 


Did act the Kindeſt part, ; 7 
The God of love, the Prince of peace, 
The victor of my heart. . 4 
With ſweet endearments from above 
Let him my foul embrace; of ; 
To ſhow my int'reſt in his love, 85 
„„ manifeſt his grace. 553 5 
With bleſſings of thy mouth divine 
O may 1 favour'd be! | IV 
More precious is thy love than wine, 
More ſweet than life to „„ 


I was among the trait'rous crew. 
Doom'd to eternal fire, Y „ 4 6 
When he, to pay the ranſom, flew, 
On wings of ſtrong deſire. 


Jeſus the God-with naked, arms, 


Hangs on a croſs and dies, 
Then mounts the throne with mighty charms 
T*embrace me from the ſkies. -zidT 


* 
_ — * . 


His mouth delicious, Heav'n reveals: 3 
His kiſles from above, 


= Hebrew, thy loves. 


0 


the Song of Solomon. 21 


Are pardons, promiſes and ſeals 
Of everlaſting love. 


| Verſe 3. Becauſe of the Savour of thy good 


omtments. thy name is as ointment poured 
forth, therefore do the virgins love thee, 


The oil of gladneſs and of grace, 
On thee pour'd largely forth, 


Does ſpread around in ev'ry place 


Thy favour and thy worth. 


Like precious oil diffus'd, thy name 


Along ſuch odour ſends, 


That hence from virgin ſouls a flame 


Of holy love aſcends. 


Thy love to them, thus ſhed abroad 
So much inflames their heart 


With love to thee, that thou their Gd 


Their darling alſo art. 


O ſav'ry names ! the Prophet kind, 
Anointed to inſtruct, 

Who by his counfel leads the blind, 
To glory will conduct. 


Th' anointed Prieſt, by ſolemn vow, 

Did once for fin atone: - 

The blood, that was the price, is now 
The plea before the throne, 


Th' anointed King, to bear the ſway, 


And daſh the rebel foes, 


—— — — 
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To make the feeble win the day, 


Tho' death and hell oppoſe. 


Ev'n virgin tongue with pleaſure Engs 
Thy laſting honours, thus : 
e Teſus our Prophet ever brings 
The light of life to us. 


6 Jeſus our Prieſt for ever lives 
Jo plead for us above. 
% Jeſus our King for ever gives 


6 The Wenne of his love.“ 


Verſe 4. Drau me, we will run after thee 


No ſtrength to come to. thee have I, 
Yea, Lord, no will to move; 

Till pow'r 1590 my bonds untie, 
And draw with cords: of love. 


O draw me, Jeſus, by thy grace, | 
Allure me by thy. charms, _ 

Then we will run ta thing embrace, 
And flee into thine arms. | 


My zeal will other ſouls excite _ 
When I am drawn to thee; 5 

With virgin ſaints will fianers meet, 
And run along with me. 


be king hath brought me into his chambers : 


we will be glad and rejoice in thee — 


The glorious King whom 1 beſought, : ey 


Anon my cry did hear : 


—— — — — 2 
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Me to bs preſence chamber brought 
And kindly drew me near. 8 


Then ew'ry thing that did annoy, 


While J his abſence mourn'd, 
So quickly vaniſn'd into joy, 

My grief to gladneſs turn'd. 
We'll now exult in thee, O king, 

With holy cheerfulneſs ; 


Our hearts will joy, our lips will fing, 
Our lives will praiſe expreſs. 


e will remember thy love more than wine b 
the upright love thee. 


Our grateful en ier will record 
This matchleſs love of thine; 


And keep the reliſh thereof, Lord, 


Beyond the richeſt wine. 


Tho? fools abound, who nor deſire 
Nor pleaſure fix on thee; 

Yet Wiſdom's children all conſpire 
To love and joy with me. : 


4 


Th? upright without deceit, that prove 
Like gold without alloy. 

Make thee the object of their love, 
And centre of their joy. ao 


Verſe 5. I am black, but comely, O ye 8 
- ters of Jeruſalem, as the tents of Kedar, as 
the curtains of Solomon. 


a r 
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a For ſore, ſun-burnt and ſcorch'dl am 


Nor ſlight my beauty fair, that lies 


24 A Paraphraſe on 


Ye that profeſſors are at large, | n 
Or that are weak in grace, 1 

Take no offence at me I charge, UT 
Nor at my ſwarthy face. _ ! 


Shun not to come and ſhare with me N 


Both in my love and joy. 
Becauſe my viſage black, ye ſee 


With fin and ſore annoy. — 
Tho' in myſelf I'm black indeed, | 
And in my outward lot; Bn 
Yet in my lovely, glorious Head | 
I'm fair without a pot: | 87 
Duſky like Ked r tents am 1, by 
O ye of Salem's race, 5 * 
But yet with Sol'mon's curtains vie, „. 
For comelinefs by grace. Þ 


Verſe 6: Look not Abon me FR 7 am black, 
becauſe the fun hath Iooked upon me: my 
mother*s children were angry with me,— 


Then gaze not with diſdainful os 
On me in {able clad : 


Within the gloomy ſhade, 

No wonder I fo black became, 3 
If ye the cauſe will note; 
With erſecution hot. 


Falſe ren, that malignant race, 
My mother's len! s untrue, 


the Song of Solomon 


n rage caſt duſt upon my face, 
And ſully'd all my hue. 


They pour'd on me what open ſhame | 
Their malice could conceive ; 
Wich foul reproaches ſtain'd my name, 

And us'd me like a ſlave. - 


n 
* 2 
4 5 


; They of their vineyards. me the arudge | 
| Oppreſs'd with cruſhing care: FA 
Such ſer vile labours ye may judge, 
My beauty much 1mpair. 


Lea, while, alas! thus tail'd, I ſlept, 
| And floth my watch remov'd, 
I've not my proper vineyard: kept, 
My talents not imer d. 
ck, But tho? my folly bath me marr'd, 
And wrought my own diſtreſs : 
Yet be not at religion ſcar'd, 


Nor ſtumbled at my bliſs. 


For *gainſt myſelf I bear record, 
That hence my flavery flows: 
While I neglect to ſerve my Tord, 


I'm left to Terve 1 my foes, 


Verſe 7. Tell me, O thou Je my foul Nh 
eth, where thou feede/t *, and where thou 
male thy flocks to refl at noon : 


The word is here active. 


1 * 
* 
— 
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When {ſins and ſuff'rings work my grief, N 
And both depreſs me ſo, | 
My Lord alone can give relief ; 


To him I therefore go. go 
O thou the darling of my heart, W 
My ſouls beloved one, 
Who lira*Ps kindly ſhepherd art 
Thy paths to me make known. 
O ſhow me where thy flocks are fed, 
Where doſt thon cauſe them eat, Ve 
And where thou giv'ſt 'em reſt and ſhade ; 
At neon from ſcorching heat. 1 7 
The paſture's fat, the ſhelter vaſt, / 
| That does thy ſheep encloſe; | O 
Fain would J feed in their repaſt, | 
And reſt in their repoſe. 1 Ho 


For why, ſhould I be as one that turneth Do 
aſide by the flocks of by COMPARIANS ? | 


For why Thould I, that am thy bride, No 
Be left to ſtarve and ſtray, 5 

Or ſeem as one that turns aſide co 
To any crooked way? . 

All other low:s my ſoul abhors, | Pl 
Thy rivals J diſdain ; ER 

With flocks of thy competitors .; + Th 

Why ſhould I wander then? 
I all thy feign'd companions hate BAIT Th 


They are a bane to me; 


My ſoul affects no other mate, 


the Song of Solomon. 27 


No other Lord, but thee. 


Jo if I knew thy fix'd abode, YM 


I'd lodge for ever there ; 


Where I may then enjoy my God? 


eth 


Doſt thou not know my lovely bride 


O tell me, tell me where! | | | 


Canlsr's Wonps. 


Verſe 8. F thou 10070 not, 0 thou fairs a- 


mong women, go thy way forth by the foot- 


eps of the flock, and feed thy kids 595 de the 
ſhepherds tents. 


O thou my bride, whom I eſteem 
The taireſt of thy race, 

However black thy form may ſeem, 
While griefs do vail thy grace; - 


The ſhadow of the rock, 
Nor paſtures green where I abide, 
And feed my little flock : 2 


Come follow my directing grace 
Which I afford to thee; 5 
I'll lead thee to the ſweeteſt place 
Of fellowſhip with me, 


That hence thy feet may never ſwerve, | 
Nor fall in ſnares and wrack. " 
The footſteps of the flock obſerve, _ 
And follow thou the track. 
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See how they climb the rock i in droves, 


To ſocial worlhip prone. 
And forthwith haunt retiring groyes, 
To meet with. me alone, 


Keep thou the beaten good old path, 
Yet new and living way, 


Which all the ſaints have trod by faith, 


And prayer, night and day. 


Tho? none of their diſſik'd eſcapes | 
Muſt be a rule to thee, | 

Yet falloty them in all the ſteps 
Wherein they follow me. 


And while my under-ſhepherd's tents, 
Are kept in good repair, 
Attend them ſtill; For Heav'n preſents 
My choiceſt dainties there. 


Theſe holy ordinances are 
The paſtures of my grace: 


There feaſt thyſelf; nor thence debar ö 


Thy little tender race. 


Bring children, ſervants, all thy kids 


Along to feed with thee; 
Thy Lord all comers welcome bids 
In offers full and free. 7 


Make all within thy charge to haunt 


Theſe goodly tents of mine; 


For there my feaſts of love I grant, 


_ To' nouriſh thee and thine. 


In 


V. 


the Song of Solomon. 


Thus, that thy feet no more appear 
With other flocks to roam : 

In theſe tny beſt encloſures here, 

Stay till I being thee home. 


Verſe 9. I have compared thee *, O my love, 
to a company of Wy is Pharao” cha- 


110 ffs 


My love on whom the ſtream unſpent 
Of my affe&ion flows ; | 
Mine ears have heard thy heavy plain 
About thy haughty foes : 1% 


But they ſhall know to their remorſe, 
Their war had better be Spb hes 
To fight with Pharaoh's chariot-horſe, 
Than dare to fight with the. 


To that well harneſs'd ſtately rout 
I have thy ftrength compar'd ; 


Becauſe my armour 'round about 


Is thy defenſive guard. 


Thou may ſt contemn the Burniſb'd ſpear, 
When brandiſh'd in the field; | 
As warlike horſes laugh at fear, 


And mock the glitt'ring ſhield. 


This wing'd array more ſwiftly damps 
The foes that thee defy, 


Than conqu”ring chariots throꝰ the camps | 
On thund'ring wheels that fly. 


* Or made thee like to. 
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Weak in thyſelf thou art, but wel! 
In me reſides thy might; 
Therefore, the pow'rs of earth and hell 

Need never thee affright, 


Verſe 10. 7 hy cheeks are comely with ro 


of Jewels, thy neck with chains of gold, 


My love, I heard thee alſo moan 
Thy beauty marr'd and ſpilt ; ; 

And ſtyie thyſelf a loathſome one, 
Deform'd with fin and-guilt. 


But as my blood does counterpoiſe, 
And all thy guilt diſplace ; 
So Jewel-graces, golden-joys _ 
Do beautify thy face. 


Each virtue that thy dreſs beſpeaks 
Doth thee more richly deck, 
Than rows of gems adorn the checks, 
Or chains ef gold t the neck. 


An order juſt thy graces do 
Like ev'nly rows maintain ; 
By mutual cloſe connection too, 
IJ) bey're link'd as in a chain. 


Thou haſt thy royal Lord to thank, 
That thee a moor betroth'd; 
And then conform to higheſt rank, 
With gold and jewels cloth'd. 


| To make thy cheeks and neck ſo fair, 
Mine gave I to the ſtroke; 


- *S 


"ws | 


the Song of Solomon. Do 31 


My cheeks to them that pluck'd the hair, 


My neck to Juſtice? block. 


Verſe It. We will make * thee borders of i 
gold with Aud: Hiluer. ' 


Object not, ſaying, How ſhall . 
So weak, ſo black a atm, | 
Such beauties in JEHovan's eye, 
Or furniſh, or maintain? 


For with united pow 'r divine, 
Wee Father, Son, and Sp'rit, 

Do ſtand engag'd thee to refine, 
And make thy form complete. 


Keep thou no finite pow'rs in view, 
Io grace and deck thee thus; 

Creation work, both old and new, 

| Belongs to none but Us. 


We'll make thee yet more radiant gems 

Of grace without thine aid, 

To fence thy robe, like golden hems 
With filver ſtuds inlaid. 


Thy growing grace ſhall thrive, and bear 

A perfect crop at length; 

Let by no might within thy ſphere, 
But Our concurring ſtrength. 


Thy gold and ſilver ornament 


Muſt ſtrong and laſting prove; 
T he word uſed for making man at firſt. Gen. i. 26. 
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For lo, it is the powerful vent 
Of Our eternal love. 


Of old, the good, the great Three-one, 
Did jointly take thy part; 

Thy naked ſoul we thought upon, 
With pity in Our heart. 


We held a council for thy good, 
Where I, without a ſob, 

Did chooſe a veſture dipt in blood, 
To buy thy golden robe. 


TRE Cnunch“ 8 Wonps. 


Verſe 12. While the King fitteth at his table, 
my ſpikenard ſendeth forth the Jmell thereof. 


Lo! Zion's King 1 5 in ſtate, 
And love his 1 uring veſt, 
Makes ample grace his royal treat, 
And me his royal gueſt. 


When this his ſplendid table head 
Is with his preſence crown'd, 

My graces then like ſpikenard foredd | 
Their grateful odours round. 


| With joyful heart I ſmile and ſing, 
Each grace doth riſe and run; 

As languid plants revive and ſpring 
In preſence of the ſun. 


If he withdraw, they fade and faint, 
Their vigour is reſtrain'd; 


4 


— 


te, 


A Abundant virtue here I ſee 


the Song of $ olomon. 


But, by his ſweet return, their ſcent | 
And ſavour is regain'd. 


While at his royal feaſt he fits, 5 
Such verdure freſh is giv' n, 
That ev'ry ſprig of grace emits 
'- fragrant ſmell of heav'n. 


My glad affections leap and dance, 
When with a ſmiling face 

The King does ſpread and countenance 
The table of his grace, 


Verſe I3. A bundle of myrrh ts my well Be- 
loved unto me ; be Hall lie all night A 


my breaſes. 


No wonder that my 3 ſmells 

So ſweetly when he comes; 

His love, that caſts the ſcent, excels 
The choicelt of perfumes. 


| Faith, love, and joy begin to ſtir, 


And ſpread their odours high, 
When Jeſus, like a bunch of myrrh 
Does in my | boſom lie. 


From this ub bundle flies 

His ſavour all abroad ; 

Such complicated estüeſs lies 2 
In my incarnate God. 


To ev'ry caſe adapt; 
The fulneſs of a Deity 


1s in the bundle wrapt. 


—— 
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Yea, in my well. beloved Lord 
This plenitude divine 

Is for my uſe and comfort ftor'd ; 
For he himſelf is mine. 


And has he deign'd thus. from, above 79.7: 
 _ To ſhow his glorious charms ? 
Pl hold him faſt by faith and love, | 


As in my folded arms. 15 


My heart and boſom where he reſts, 
No other love ſhall know.; 

There he embrac'd ſhall lie, while laſts 
The night of fin and woe. | 


This ſweet repoſe ſhall wear away 
The ſhadows of the night, 
Until the dawning of the day 
Of everlaſting light. 


6 
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Verſe 14. M beloved is unto me as a cluſter 


My beſt belov'd to whom the wings 
Of my affections fle, 

Is 8 than the ſweeteſt things 
Of heav'n and earth to me. | 


In vineyards fair of En-gedi 
Are camphire cluſters ſweet : 
How infinitely more is he, | 
In whom I am complete? or: 


| * Copher, the ſame word that <ignifies an atonement or 
Propitiation. | 


of campbire in the vineyards Y En- gedi. 


the Song of Solomon. 35 


When fin and wrath my conſcience preſs, 
He ſtandeth for my good, 
A cluſter full of righteouſneſs, 


And wrath appeaſing blood. 


Still freſh in view, I may deſign” 
His dying love to me, 

Like myrrh and camphire, ſect and fine, 
New bleeding from the tree. 


By faith J eat the cluſter preſt, 
And drink the blood he ſpilt 
Of all love-banquets, here's the beſt, 
Atonement for my guilt. 


To me this bleeding love of his 
Shall ever precious be: 
Whatever he to others is, 
He's all in all to me. 


7 Canter 8 Worns. 


Verſe 1 ©, Behold, thou art fair, my he's ; bee 
hold, thou art fair, thou haſe doves eyes. 


What! is thy heart a bed of reſt, 
; A room reſerv'd for me? 
| Behold I come to be thy gueſt, 
And vent my heart to thee. 


My truth that can't the falſe decoy 
Of flatt'ring lips approve, 
- Aﬀerts to elevate thy joy, | 


IF Thou art wy pleaſant love. 


* 
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Lo, thou art fair, lo, thou art fair, 


| Twice fair thou art I fay ; - 
My righteouſneſs and graces are 
Thy double bright array. 


Though thou a ſpotted leopard, . 
And black thyſelf doſt ſee; 

Yet, as a mark of my regard, 
In ſee no ſpot in thee. 


When to a dog of no avail |. 
Thou humbly doſt ares 

And call thyſelf a maſs of hell, 
Even then I call thee fair. 


But ſince thy faith can hardly ow 


My beauty put on thee, 


Behold ! behold ! twice be it known, 


Thou art all fair to me. 


I ſee the beauty of the dove 
Within thy ſoul that lies ; 

Affections there exactly move, 
Like turtles charming eyes. 


So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſte, 
And faithful to their mate; 

On me alone they fix and reſt, - 
And all ”_ rivals hate. 


Tur Cuurcn's Wonps, 


| Verſe 16. Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, 


yea, . 


the Song of Salamon, 


That ſtoopeſt thus ſo low, 
To put thy beauty on a worm, 
And then commend it ſo ? "2 


What! doſt thou praiſe a native black 2 


I bluſh to find it true: 
O lend me words, to render back 
The praiſe to whom 'tis due. 


Lo! my beloved, thou, ev'n thou 
Art infinitely fair ; 
Yea, altogether pleaſant too, 
And ſweet beyond compare. 


All comelineſs divine in thee 


Moſt gloriouſly does ſhine ; 


What beauty thou commends in me, 


Is but the ſhade of thine, 


Doſt thou applaud the litile ſtream 
That from thy fulneſs roſe ? 


How highly then ſhould I eſteem 


The Fountain whence it flows! 


How ſhall I thee extol, my God ? 
It ſhames me to be mute, 
When thou exalts a loathſome clod, 
Wrapt in a borrow'd ſuit. 


But, who, alas ! can words invent, 
To magnify thy-grace ? 

Seraphic pencils cannot paint 

The beauties of thy face. 


*. 


i 
What wonders, Lord, doſt thou perform, 


% 
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May my delighted eye ſtill gaze 


On charming pleaſures here; 
And what I cannot loudly praiſe 
I'II ſilently admire, 


—=Alfs our bed 1s green, 


How can my tongue the favours hide 
That thus my heart attach? 

For never was a worthleſs bride 
So happy in her match. 


Beſides, his perſonage ſo great 
His equipage 1s fine ; 

His furniture and bed of ſtate, 
For tellowſhip divine. 


When here his love abroad is ſhed, 
My ſoul his cheerful gueſt, 
Sleeps in his arms as in a bed, 


Of holy joy and reſt. 


If wiſdom in a myſtery | 
Will heav'n to hell betroth, 


„ Th! enſuing miracle muſt be 


One bed to ſerve us both. 
What kindneſs here he does avouch, 


No mortal tongue can tell; 


The heir of haev'n has made a couch 


Io hug an heir of hell. 


Lo, this our bed of ſweet ſolace, 
Green like the verdant field, 


At 


the Song of Solomon. 


Abundant fruits of holineſs 
Does by his bleſſing yield. 


To deck our bed of nuptial loves, © 
Buds of the ſpring convene ; 

My fertile ſoul ſo pregnant proves, 
I'm like an olive green. 


Fair bloſſoms of indulgent grace 
That ſhade the temple round, 

With lively verdure paint the place, 
And ſpread the holy ground, 


| Verſe TA The beams of our houſe are cedar, 
and our rafters * of Ar f. 


Our nuptial-bed in Zion ſtands, 
Within our royal court: 

For there the bleſſing God commands, 
There is his lov'd reſort. | 


Our ſtately dwelling-houſe excels 
The ſeats of mortal kings; 
Whoſe pompous courts are nothing elle 
But ſpecious empty things. 


Their gaudy grandeur ſhrinks away 


Within their with'ring bow'rs; 


| | No gilded houſe of mould”ring clay 


1s ſure and ſtrong like ours. 


The holy cov'nant heav'n commands 
Wh promiſes of note; 


Or galleries. f Or cypreſs. 
3 D ij 
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By which our houſe compacted ſtands 


Are beams which never rot. 


No cedar wood from Lebanon, 
Nor fir fo firm endures, 

As theſe our rafters, which his own 
Almighty pow'r ſecures, 


Thus ſtabliſh'd, even our lower courts 


Defy the gates of hell; 
For everlaſting ſtrength ſupports | 
The dome wherein we dwell. 


In precious cypreſs gall ries here 
We walk along in ſtate; 
Such are the ordinances dear 
Of my imperial mate. 


In theſe ſweet manſions of his grace, 
I'll walk with great delight, | 
Till he prepare a nobler place, 
To walk with him in White. 
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CHAP. II. 


Tur mutual I.ove of Chriſt and his Church The Hop” 
and Calling of the Church—Chriſt's Care of the Church 
Ehe Church's Profeſſion, her Faith and Hope. 


Cugrsr's WORDS. 


Verſe 1. 1 am the roſe of Sharon, and the 
lily of the valleys. © | 


SUCH tainted air from Adam's bow'r 
O'er curſed mankind blows, 
That no green bed, nor ſav'ry flow'r, 

In nature's deſert grows. 


Thou then that ſings the verdant bed 
Adorn'd with flow'rs of grace, 

Come ſee the roſe and lily ſpread, 
That thus perfumes the place. 


I Jeſus, am the fragrant roſe, 
That healing odours yields, 
And free for common profit grows, 
in Sharon's open fields. 


That all who pleaſe may freely come, 
| Ot lapſed human race; 

| And ſhare the ſanative perfume, 

That ſuits their ſickly cafe, 


My bleeding love, ſo oft expreſt 
To guilty ſinners, ſhows 
A beauty in my bloody veſt, 
Beyond the ruddy rote. 
D 1j 
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Should I to comely flow'rs compare oh 
The beauties of my face, 
Roſes and lil:es, red and fair, 


Would ftrive in it for place. = 
But what's my common paint, caſt o'er 1 
The blöſſoms of the field ? 
Though Solomon in all his glore B 
Muſt to their ſplendour yield. 
Their comely form but ſerves to foil 81 
The flow'r of flow'rs above, | | 
Sprung from the hotteſt heav'nly ſoll, T 
My Father's fervent love; 
Who thenee the lily did tranſlate F 
To valleys here below, 
That virtue from my humbled ſtate I” 
To ſinful worms might flow : 
And that in vales of miſery, 115 7 
When withering comforts fail, 
The roſe of heav'n might alſo be 
Fhe lily of the vale. 
0 
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Verſe 2. As the lily, among the thorns, 

my love among the daughters. | 

While I the roſe and lily fair, {2 
Join'd as my title claim, 


' My love, the bride, muſt have a ſhare : ; 
Of my enamell'd name. | 


Mine 1 image, ſhe ſo harmleſs — 
Amidſt a furious broil ; 


+) 
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She as a lily fair appears 
Ev'n in a thorny ſoil. 


Among the daughters of e 
The offspring of the earth, 
Her lily form, ſo lovely white, 
Shows her ſuperior birth. 


Beſet with briers that pierce and pain, 


Yet precious in my view, 
She pure and harmleſs does remain 
Among the noxious crew. 


The whole of Satan's children are 
A field of hurtful thorns, 

Enrag'd by hell to ſcratch and mar 
The flower that heav'n adorns. 


But I'll provide in this turmoil 
My lily with a ſhield; 

And afterward a better ſol}, 
My glorious azure field. 


Tus CnurcH's Worps. 


Verſe 3. As the apple tree among the Trees 
of the wood, fo i my beloved among the 


ſons.— 


My deareſt Lord has won my 1 | 


With his melliftuous * tongue, 
That gives unworthy me a part 
Both in his name and ſong. 


* Sweetly eloquent. 


B: ³ m r 
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He to my need his names doth ſuit, 
As if he could not be 


A roſe and lily of repute, 


Without adorning me. 


His ſav'ry titles thus made known, 
In ſuch endearing ways, 

As wrap my name within his own, 
Provoke my heart to praiſe. 


Awake, my ſoul, commend his grace, 
And ſing the living tree, 

Who by ſuch apples of ſolace 
Commends himſelf to thee. 


Above the daughters of the earth 
Does he extol my name; 
Above the ſons of higher birth 
] will his praiſe proclaim. 
As garden apple trees excel 
The foreſts barren race, 
So ſhines my Lord o'er mortals all, 
With a ſuperior grace. 


His fruit ſo ſweet, his form ſo fair, 
His healing leaves ſo broad; 

This tree of life bears no compare 
With ſons of men, or God. 


Created ſbrubs, wild gourds, begone; 


I climb a higher tree; 
Jeſus, the living God, alone 
Yields made and ſap to me, 


» 


I Tl 
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I. ſat BI under hrs foadow with great 
delight, and his fruit was Joe to er 1 


What fool ſoever diſagrees, 
My ſweet experience proves, 
That Jeſus is the tree of trees, 
Among a thouſand 1 


From Paradiſe wherein he grows, 
He ſpreads his branches vaſt, 

To give ſweet ſhade for my repoſe, 
Sweet fruit for my repaſt. 


When ſore fatigu'd, I fat by faith 
Beneath his cooling ſhade, 5 
Screen'd from the heat of ſcorching. eb, 

My thelter'd ſoul was glad. 


The ſhadow of his righteouſneſs, | | 
The covert of his blood. 
When conſcious guilt and dread oppreis, 

A happy peace conclude. 


This ſhadow ſhields me from the fire, ; 
That firikes the dread /and.awe ; 

The flaming heav'n's incenfed ire, 
And Sinai's ſiery law. 


Such ſhelter this thick ſhade imparts, 
That no temptation fierce, - 

No feather'd ſhafts, nor fiery darts, 
Can once the ſhadow pierce. 


LI * = 
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When Chriſt my ſcreen is interpos'd 
Between the flames and me, 
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My joyful heart and lips unclos'd 
Adore the glorious tree. | 


No mortal tongue can ſpeak the bliſs 
That in his ſhade is givin; 
For then I'm ſafe from all diſtreſs 


And taſte an early heav'n, | 


The tree does with immortal food 

My fainting ſoul ſolace, | | 

With fruits, the purchaſe of his blood, 
The apples of his grace. 


O here's the tree of life, that gives 
T be virtue ſinners need, | 
Enliv'ning fruit and healing leaves, | 
'To raiſe and cure the dead. 


Pardons, and promiſes, and j joys 

Upon his branches grow; 
Which, bending down with gentle poiſe, 

Unload themſelves below. 


Laden with grace, his fruit he drops, | 
And ſpreads my table o'er, 


To pleaſe my taſte, and feed my hopes, I - 


Until I tealt 1 in glore, 


Verſe 4. He brought me to the A IO 
bouſe*, and his banner over me was . 


Who but my Lord, the living tree, 2 
My leader alſo i is, 


* Or houſe ef wine, 


* 
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That brings me near to taſte and ſee 
This love and grace of his? 


Becanſe my fall, he kindly thought, f 
Did nature's power diſplace; 


Io his wine cellars IJ was brought 


By his almighty grace. 


Brought from his garden, to his houſe, 
To taſte more joy divine: 
From ſipping of the apple · juice, 
To drink the ſpiced wine. 


With ſweet and raviſhing ſolace 
My ſoul was feaſted there, 
In ordinances of his grace, 
The houſe of his repair. 


And lo! the royal flag diſplay's, 
Dy'd with the bleeding vine, 

Along my ſolemn entrance led 
Into his houſe of wine. 


With flying colours did I move, 


And march triumphantly ; 
For then was love, victorious love, 


His banner lifted high. 


This fignal of his grace adorn'd 
That ſtately march of mine; 

And for my entertainment turn'd 
My water into wine. 


Love? s conqu”ring flag, for war ſo near, | 
Did all my fins ſubdue ; 
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Love led the van, love fenc'd the rear, 
Love daſh'd the helliſh crew, 


My fainting heart was giving o'er, 
Till with his enſign ſpread, 

My ſtandard-bearer went before, 
And all the furies fled. 


Soul, now to arms; love fights and wins; 
This banner guards my life ; 3 
Almighty love will ſlay my fins, 
And end the bloody ſtrife. 


Still therefore to purſue the chaſe, 
Till I triumph above; 

I'll mind the banquet of his grace, 
The banner of his love. 


With love he march'd, with love he led, 
With love he arm'd my breaſt ; 

With love he drew, with love he fed, 
With love he:crown'd the feaſt y 


Verſe 5. Stay me with flaggons, comfort + m: 
with apples ; for. 1 am /ick of 4 love. 


Lo! while my mem'ry does review . 
His matchleſs bleeding love, 

My ſpirit falls a bleeding too, N 

My bowels melt and move. 


O ye, whoſe office is to bear: 1; 
The veſſels of his grace, 


Here the verhs are in the plural number, Stay ye m., 


comfort ye me. 1 Strew me. 


Fi 
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Bring flaggons full of comfort here, 
And apples of ſolace. 


Large veſſels fetch without delay, 
With cordials from above: 

Haſte, ere my ſpirit ſwoon away; 
I'm fick, I'm fick of love! 


I'm overcome; I faint, I fail, 
»Till love ſhall love relieve : 
More love divine the wound can heal, 
That love divine did give. 


The agent Chriſt alone I view, 
Tho? now my foul that faints, 

In ſickneſs raves of aid from you, 
That are but inſtruments. 


Fill out the wine my Lord did bleed 
To ſtay and ftrengthen me: 
The deeper in his love I wade, 
The ſweeter ſtill is he. 


Strew me with apples all along ; 
Their taſte does fo ſurpriſe, 


I'd lie and roll myſelf among 


Theſe fruits of Paradiſe; 


| Support this finking heart of mine 


Beneath a weight of love, BR 
With living fruit, and gen'rous wine 
From azure fields above. 


I cannot ſarfeit here nor fiſt, - 
"Eva tho” my cup run wer; 3 


E 
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But feed on hunger, drink on thirſt, | k 
And covet always more. 
New feaſts of love I ſeek, to free / 
= And give love ſickneſs eaſe. 
ii How can I lathe what fickens me, 591 
| So ſweet is my diſeaſe ?, = 
N The love, the love that I beſpeak, / 


| Does wonders in my ſoul: 
| For, when I'm whole, it makes me fick ; 


When flick, it makes me whole. J 
| More of the Joy that makes me faint, 5 2 
| Wonld give me preſent. eaſe : 
. If more ſhould kill me, I'm content 
To die of that diſeaſe. | 1 
| Verſe 6. His te w7 hand is under my + Baile and! 
| his right band doth embrace me. 
I 
How ſoon my forties ſoul aid! cry. | 
For cordials to be brought, 4 
So ſoon my Lord himſelf drew nigh, 
With more than I had ſought. 
1 ſought wine-flaggons, but anon 


The vine drew near to me; 
I ſought but apples in my ſwoon, 
And 10, I found the tree. 


When I on ſervants call'd in vain, 
My Lord himſelf with ſpeed | 
Did in his arms of love amain 1 t 
Uphold my fainting head. 
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My heart's deſire is now obtain'd, 1 
I have my royal gueſt,” 

And, by his kind embrace ſaſtain'd, 
Do in his boſom reſt. 


He does with joys that can't be told 
My health and A- e 
And both his hands about me hold, 
Io ſhow his tender care. 


His left hand for my ſapport he - 
| Beneath my head doth place ; ; 
And for my comfort lendeth me 
His right hand's ſoft embrace. 


His preſence brings a plenteous ſhow'r 
Of bleſſings from above; | 

For now I'm gar dei with his pow'r, : 
And girded with his love. © 


For my /olace, gainſt fin and death, 
I feel his heav'nly chatms, 
And for my ſaf#ty underneath _ ; 
55 3 r 
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Verſe 7. 7 3 you *, 0 ye Seite of 
Jeruſalem, by the ver, and by the binde 
the field, that ye fir not up, nor awake my 
love +, till Le ee ED | 


* Heb. Adjure you. 

+ The word my is a ſupplement, and the word eve is in 
the feminine gender. She ſpeaks of Chriſt as that dave eini- 
nently, or love in the abſtract ; the original runs, ut ye ffir 
not up, nor awake love till it pleaſe. | 
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Immortal love, her reſt and room 
Does in my boſom take; 

| Woe to the fury that ſhall come 

This joyful reſt; to break. 


Soon as the tim'rous hinds and roes 
Are ſcar'd from ſleep and reſt, 
Would earth and hell this fweet repoſe 
Malicioufly infeſt. | 


O Salem's daughters, then I pray, 
And charge you ſtand in awe 
To waken love, or do what may 


Make Jeſus to withdraw. 


Lea, all about me I adjure, 
Profeſſors and profane, 

Excepting neither rich nor poor, 
The ſov'reigu nor the ſwain. 


By pleaſant roes and loving hinds, 
Affection's emblem meet; 

By all that's dear to loving minds, 

And ev'ry thing that's ſweet; 


By all thats lovely in your eyes 

I earneſtly obteſt, 0 

Since Jeſus in my boſom lies, 
Ye may not mar his reſt. 


Begone, Sin, Satan, earthly toys, 
Far be ye from my heart; 
Approach not to diſturb my joys, 

Nor cauſe my Lord depart. 
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His ſmiles are free, he comes and goes, 
My happy hour is this: 

Why ſhould ye prove ſuch curſed foes 
To interrupt my bliſs ? 


My glorious Lord now ſleeps within 
Mine arms of faith and love ; 

{ charge myſelf, my heart, my ſin, 
Not once to ſtir nor move. 

He may as ſov'reign countermand 

I be ſignals of his grace; 

But never let a ſinful hand 
Of mine eclipſe his face. 


Let no deceitful lufts attend, 

| To rob me of his chiefs; ; 
Nor curſed unbehef, to rend 

My love ont of mine arms, 


I all the ſpawn of hell explode 
That would his reſt annoy ; 

O may I never grieve my God, 

Nor tin away my joy. 


Verſe 8. The voice of my beloved ! behold, be 
cometh leaping; upon the mountains, ſhiþ- 
Ping upon the bulls. 


Sweet was the reſt, but ſhort the ftay 
Of Jeſus my belov* d, 

Who lately in my boſom lay, 

But inſtantly remov'd. 


* Or over 


E ii 


is voice unheard, his face unſeen : 
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Thus doth my ſov'reign Lord declare 
The freedom of his charms, 

By ſlipping off, amidſt my care 
To hold him in mine arms. 


Great hills, alas! now intervene 
Betwixt my Lord and me; 


Stop, ſtop, 1 hear, I ſee, 


The voice of my beloved ſounds, 
I know the charming lyre 
No mortal voice ſo ſweetly wounds 
And raviſhes mine ear. 


J hear the voice, I feel the dart, 
My breath begins to burn; 
The zoyful ſound revives my heart 

Wich hopes of his return. 


In's volume, Lo, I come, ſaid he; 
' And now l lee him move 
In ſolemn triumph towards me, 
On wings of wondrous love. 


His coming in the fleſh 1 view, 
Glad heav'n his march attends ; 
And coming in the Spirit too, ? 
For lo, the dove deſcends. 


q Park ſhades adieu, bright morning ſpriogs, 


Behold rhe gilded ſphere ! 
Incarnate love's perfumed wings 
Now cleave the ſhady air. 


of; 
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He, over hills and mountains high, 
Comes flying on the clouds, | 
In ſtately pomp advancing nigh 1 
Thro' all oppoſing crowds. | I 


Of principalities and pow'rs 1 

He makes an open ſhow ; n 
Down, in his march, he throws the tow'rs 4 

Of hell's outrageous crew. 1 


He ſkips o'er rocks without delay, 1 
Nar tarries he to climb; 

For hills and mountains in che way 
Are but a leap to him. 


O'er heaps of ſin to run he deigns, 
O'er hills of guilt to flee ; 

Nor death, nor hell, nor wrath reſtrains 
His loving march to me. 


Verſe 9. My beloved tis 45. a roe, or a young 
bart: 


When faith itſelf could hardly ſee 
What pow'r could ever pave 

The rocky mountains whereon he 
Muſl come to ſeek and fave ; 


When manifold obſtructions met, 
My loving Jeſus made 
A ſtepping ſtone of ev'ry let 
That in his way was laid, 


f Oer hills of fin and vales of grief, 
I O'er mountains, rocks, and ſeas, 
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For my ſalvation and relief | 7 
He runs, he leaps, he flees, 
O'er every Bether high and low, I 
That him and me did part, = 
He marches like the bounding roe | ; ; 
Or loving youthful hart. 
To manifeſt that his delights | 1 
Were with the ſons of men, 1X 
He haſtens to reſtore their rights, 
And rifle Satan's den. 
No doubt remains of his good will, | : 
Whoſe ſpeedy, march does prove ge 1 
His joyful fond neſs to fulfil „ 
His purpoſes of love. | 5 ; 


When heinous treſpaſſes of mine 
Make me conclude that he r 

Will never any more incline. | 
Again to vilit me. 


And yet I ſee him haſt ing wear, nar 
And ſmiling in my face; KK 
How can I but adore, admire, 
And magnify his grace ! 


Behold, he Slandeth behind our wall, Le 
looketh forth * at the windows, flowing + ] 
himſelf through the lattice, "hd: Shed 


Come, friends, admire how he renews 
The vifits of his grace, h 


Or rather looketh in. + Flouriffing. 


= 
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And in what various forms he ſhows 
The beauties of his face. 


His darkeſt ways will prove him kind; 
For when he hides at all, 


He goes not far, but ſtands behind 


Our own partition wall, 


Tho? we, alas ! do build up high 
The hiding wall of fin; 


| Yet he behind it, very nigh, 


Stands ready to come in. 


His feet no reſt can elſewhere take, 
But ſkipping, leaping, move, 
Till me the reſting place he make, 

And centre of his bove. 


And tho“ while in this diſtant place, 


This vale of fin and thral, 
There's ſtill between me and his face 
A thick, a dark'ning wall; 


Yet diſtance alters not his love, 
Nor ought abates his care, 


Which force him thro” the wall to move, 


And make a window there: 


That there, as thro' a window-glaſs 
However dark and dim, 

His eye of love to me may paſs, 
Mine eye of faith to him. 


Thro? lattices that light divide, 
Thro' glorious goſpel lines, 
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A vail of fleſh, a pierced ſide, 
His love, his beauty ſhines; 


Thus, like a beauteous flow'r in ſpring, - 
He ſhows himſelf in ſtate, 1 
Before the window flouriſhing, * 
And n thro? the grate. 


Verſe io. My beloved aka and ſaid unto me, 
Riſe up, my love, 7 oy: one, and come 
away: | | 


When niy beloved Jeſus hs 

Did to my foul appear, 
His matchleſs beauty charm'd mine eye, | 
His gracions words mine ear. 


Why tho! the ſweeteſt favours giv' 'n 
Are in his felt embrace; 

Let ſureſt intercourſe with heav'n 
Is by his word of grace. 


I'll therefore ſing the werds he ſaid, 
And his alluring art, e 

Who me ns ſilent vilit made, 

But ſpake into my heart. 


Thy joyful ſound my ſoul reſtor'd, 
And heal'd to that degree, 

J never will forget his word | 
By which he quicken'd me. 


„ Riſe up (ſaid he), my pleaſant bride, 
And leave what thee annoys 3 
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wa « Lay killing fears and damps afide, 
| « And mare my quick'ning } joys. 


60 My love, chews? is no ſpot in thee 
« But what my grace ſhall hide; 
&« Thou art and ever more ſhalt be 
„My fair and comely bride. 


| « And fince thou'rt mine by ſolemn tie, 
wu, «© And I'm ſo fond of thee, 
e It ill becomes thee to be thy, 
« Aud carry {range to me. 


& Are mortal pleaſures worth thy ſtay : > 
% Fly from their dying arms; 

« Haſte to my bolom, come away, 
«© And ſhare immortal charms. 


Verſe 11. For lo, the winter is paſt, the rain 
1s over and gone. 


Come love (ſaid he), for now thy way 
Is pleaſant, ſafe, and plain: 

„ Behold a fair inviting day, 
„% And heav'n above ſerene. 


ei Fear not the ſtorm ; for eber I gave 
„The gracious call to thee, 

„% Fair weather I commanded have, 
+ And calm'd the raging ſea. 


Thou haſt no dang*rous winter flight, 
- „No drop of wrath to dread ; _ 
The ſtorm did with a vengeance light 
+ Down on thy ſurety's head. 
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« So full did I my charge perform 


« Once in thy room and place, 
% That now no killing wrathful ftorm 
« Can blow upon thy face. 


" Tn wrath and death is paſt, 
«« Stern juſtice is appeas'd ; 

„Since I courageous bore the blaſt, 
All heav'n is fully pleas'd. 


I call thee not to fight and bleed, 
© But free of pain and toil, 

1 To follow thy victorious Head, 
© And gather in the ſpoil. 


© Yea winter of deſertion's paſt, 
« And rain of trouble o'er, 

© While by my preſence now thou haſt 
« An antepaſt of glore. 


Verſe 12. The flowers appear on the earth» 
the tume of the ang ing + of birds ig come. 


1 Come, come; for now, hdd bride, 
„By warming beams of grace, 

The youthful ſpring with flow'ry pride 

Looks ſmiling in thy face. 


Zee lapſed nature's curſed eartb, 
++ Nipt with a winter fall, 


* Or foretaſte. 5 
+ Heb. The time of ſnging ! ctme. "The word tengered 
A ping, ſignifies alſo to / rune or cr, 


60 


- 


11 


46 


10 


br 


the Sog of Solomon. 61 


% Now bleſs'd with buds of heav'nly birth, 
« And flow'rs around the ball, 


See Adam's dry and blaſted root, 
« Where briers and thorns were rife, 1 
© Now bud and bear unfading fruit - 
© Unto immortal life. 


« Lo, heav'n appears upon the ground 
Where hell grew up apace; 
| « While earthly hearts do now abound 
« With heav'nly flowers of grace. 


1 The ſading trees of righteouſneſs 
„ Reſame their fruitful life, 

„% While I the branches lop and dreſs, 
And bleſs the pruning knife. 


The prefent time of peaceful ſpring, 
| „From wint'ry bluſters free, 
Invite the heav'nly birds to ſing 
8 Upon the living tree. 


And the voice of the eo BY is ' beard i in our 
land == 


Lo, now is heard the heav'nly dove, 
| “% The facred turtle's voice; 
%% The Joyful ſound of grace and love 
„Makes drooping hearts. rejoice, ' 
% Reſounding echoes thro? the plain 
From all my little doves, 


n By the turtle ſome underſtand the Spitit, ſome tie 
bride. 5 


ted 


62 Parapbraſe on 


'© That in the valleys mourn amain, 
« Melodious muſic proves. 


“Their hearts that could nor joy nor mourn, 


« So cloſe bound up and pent, 
+ Have now, upon their Lord's return, 
«© A joyful, mouroful vent. 


% As loving friends long diſtant do 
«© Moſt joyful meet their wiſh, 

„ Whoſe ſorrows during abſence, nor 
“ Diffolving, bleed afreſh. | 


„ So wreſtling tribes in cheerful moans 
« Their Lord approaching wait, 
With joyful hearts, yet mournful tones, 
As turtles meet their mate. 


„Sweet ſounds, alluring all that liſt, 
| „% Are heard on ev'ry band, 

« Around the field that J have bleſt, 
„And RA Immanuel's land. 


Verſe 13. The ig tree putteth forth her gre 
figs, and the vine with the tender grep? 
give a good Jmell.- — 


66 Now, now is the accophed me 

„ When heav'nly plants of grace 
& All preſſing forward to their prime, 

« And thriving, grow apace. _ 


"Ie figs, tho? yet unripe for meat, 
9 Appear 1 in green array; 


PR 


66 


. 
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„ Young grapes unripe for drink, yet ſweet 
* And ſav'ry ſcents convey. 


„% With j joy the early ſprigs I ſee, 
«© The young and tender race; 

« And view, with pleaſure 1n mine eye, 
+ The ſmalleſt buds of grace. 


© Yea, lo, the well-advanced ſpring 
Does in abundance now 

Not only flow'rs for pleaſure bring, 
„But fruits for profit too. 


« The living vine inceſſant does 
* To ev'ry branch diſpenſe _ 
« Moſt ſweet and odorif'rous juice, 
% From ſteams of hell to fence. 


« Are ſerpents faid to flee the ſmell 
„% Of vines, with fear and dread ? 
« Perfumes of heav'n's true vine repel 


„ The old ſerpent and his ſeed. 


— my love, my fair one, and come bac le 


- Riſe, drooping bride, while ſpring : fo ſweet, 
In place of winter ſnell, 
„Does thus by various charms invite 
_ + Thane eyes, and ears, and ſmell, 


„Fair love, 'tis thee I'm fond to wed, 
© Tis thee I'm loth to want; 
1 Come to thy heav'nly mate, and bid 
All earthly loves avaunt. 
* Sec ver. 10. 
F 13 


7 
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« My dove that in the lofty rack 


And to my wounds, when ſtorms provoke, 


* In ſacred corners wont to vent 


« Kindly to pour thy heavy plaint, 


64 A Paraphraſe on 


„Thy company and love to gain 
LI am ſo ſtrongly bent, 

& T1 ſtill inſiſt till J obtain 
« Thy full and free conſent. 66 


% Haſte to mine arms ; for didſt thou move 
«© As I'm to thee inelin'd, 


£6 


Thy heart would on the wings of love 


15 Outfly the haſty wind, ae - 


Verſe 14. O my dove that art in the clefts of 


the rock, in the ſecret places of the fairs, 
let me ſee thy countenance, let me hear thy 
voice; for ſweet is thy voice, and thy coun- 


tenance 1s comely. | 


« Art wont to neſtle high, 


56 As ſhelt'rin g holes to fly 5 


Thy heart to me alone, 


« And make thy humble moan : 


« O why doſt thou that built ſo high, 
« Atev'ry threat'ning ſhock, ' 
« So tim*rous now for ſhelter fly 
« To any lower rock? 


6% Why, frighted from thy lofty neſt, 
. To lurking holes and clefts 


e 
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„ Doſt take, with ſhame and fear 3 
« Such vain and ſorry ſhifts ? 


„Look up, my dove, nor bluſh, nor fear 
«© Thy heav'nly mate to face, 

„% Who wills thee boldly to appear 
e Before his throne of grace. 


Lift voice and count'nance both upright 
With confidence to me; 

„And let thy voice mine ears delight, 
„Thy countenance mine eye. 


© For ſweet's thy voice of pray'r and praiſe, 
«© Which pleaſe me more to hear 
Than ever choice melodious lays 
+ Could charm a mortal ear. 


„Thy humbleſt mournful notes, my dove, 
« Excel, in my eſteem, 

% Their bigheſt {trains that artful rove 
„In orat'ry divine. 


Thy countenance is alſo fair, 
Aud comely in mine eyes; 

„ Tho' earthly minds with ſcornful air 
„Thy heav'nly mien deſpiſe. 


„For, while my righteouſneſs complete 

© Is ſtill thy robe renown'd, | 
My graces in thy count'nance meet, 

6 And caſt their luſtre round. = 


Verſe 15, Tale us the foxes, the little Foxes 
* T4: in the original, is the plural number, tale ye. 


F 11 


2 


— 
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that ſpoil the vines: for our vines have ten- 


der grapes. 


*5 But ſince my bride's a tim'rous dove, 
Soon ſcar'd and ſet aſtray; 
„% Care muſt be taken to remove 


The fright'ning beaſts of prey. 


*{ Of hurtful foes a helliſh brood 

*+* Againſt her peace combines; 
* As in a vineyard foxes rude 

„ Infeſt the feeble vines. 


<« Let all concern'd in her and me 
Soon, at our inſtance, ſeize 

«© The foxes great and ſmall they ſee, 
«© That ſpoil the riſing trees. 


© Ye miniſters of my affairs, 
My vineyard who attend, 
© I charge you guard againſt the ſnares 
That do the vines offend. 


« All erring teachers ſoon deſcry, 
„ NDeceitful workers check; 

« All falſe apoſtles take and try, 
+ Refate, repel, reject. 


„ No cunning ſpoiler {lightly mark, 
No little fozes {pare : 

For theſe no ſmall deſtruction work, 
No little miſchief ſhare. 


6 A little fox ſoon ſpoils and 
| . Small branches to mes un 


66 


66 


66 
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« A little leaven ſoon ferments 
66 And leavens all the lump, 


« Our vines have ſmall and tender grapes: 
« And if the ſtrong, the big, | 
With much ado the hurt eſcapes, | 
How hardly will the ſprig ? 


Each foul be alſo taught to catch 
« Small foxes hid in heart, 


* 
— Pr 


„% Vain thoughts, deceitful luits, that hatch 


+ And gender grievous ſmart, 


« Their little riſing brats deſtroy, 

Their ſmall beginnings huſh ; 

„ Elſe they the buds of grace and joy. 
« The tender branches cruſh,” 


Verſe 16. My belive £ is mine, and I am 2 
Be feedeth * among the lilies f. 


Such were the Kindly words he ſpoke 
To give my ſoul repoſe; __ 

Such was the order itri& he took 
With my diſturbing foes, 


I'll therefore boldly now aſſert, 
While yet he hides his face, 

And own his int'reſt in my heart, 
My int'reſt in his grace, 

Lo! I am his, and he is mine ; 
Our titles are involv'd 


* Via. Himſelf or his people. 
+ His Perla his ordinances, 


„ 
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By myſtic union, ſo divine, U 
As cannot be diſſolv'd. | 
Our mutual int'reſt firm abides, ot 
And will endure for ay ; . 
Hence, tho' behind the ſhades he hides, 1 U 
| He is not far away. 
"Tho? heav'n the nobleſt banquet yields, 1 
Among his flow'rs above; | 
Yet here amidft his lily fields | Ir 
He keeps his feaſts of love. | 
* ſaints whoſe robes are lily white, Fe 
By waſhing in his blood, 
To grace the feaſt is his delight, 1 1 


His meat, and drink, and food. 


With loving care his flocks he feeds 
Upon the fatteſt place, . 
Among the faireſt lily beds, A 
The paſtures of his grace, 


By faith I wait my proper ſhare, | [ 
When novght by ſenſe I ſee ; 
And argue from his paſt'ral care 1 
His loving mind to me. 51 | 
5 1 
Verſe 17. Until the any break i, and the 
ſhadows flee away. þ 
Among the lilies, here below 
My Lord will feed and ſtay, 1 


* Theſe words are applicable either to the preceding 0 


ONE: | T Breathe or blow. 


E 


the Song of Solomon. 


Until eternal day ſhall blow 
Time's ſhady night away, 


Still therefore rays of joy remain, 
Tho? damp with clouds of fear ; 

Until he cleave the ftarry plain, 
And on the clouds appear. 


Did ſaints of old when wrapt in night, 
Believing, hope to ſee 

Incarnate love's ſubſtantial light 
Make legal ſhadows flee ? 


*Tis done; and now the brighter ſky 


Makes goſpel grace the pawn, 
That all remaining ſhades ſhall die, 
And fink in glory's dawn. 


Her fiery wheels, with ſpeedy flight, 
Shall o'er the ſhades be hurl'd; 2 


And deluges of dawning light 


O'erſpread the duſky world. 


Let there be light, once more he'll ſay, 
Who firſt did gild the ball: 

Then up ſhall riſe the endleſs day, 
And down the ſhadows fall. 


| Darkneſs, the charge, 20 more to be, 


Shall hear, and foon obey, 
And clouds of ſin and forrow flee 
Before the rifing day. 


The long dark nights that kept the field 
And domineer'd with might, 
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Shall then reſign their place, and yield 


To everlaſting light. 


Ev'n ordinances ſweet ſhall paſs, 
Which darkly ſhow him here; 

For then he'll break the looking-glaſs; 

And face to face appear. - 


Welcome the great, the glorious ſtore; 


Adieu ſweet little pawns : 
P11 doubt, and fear, and ſin no _ 
When glory's morning dawns-/- 


Bether . 


Kind Lord, till this en morn appear 


Tur 55 my 8 gu be thou Jike 6 
roe, or a Joung bart pon the MOuntGns of 


To my eternal bliſs, :; 
Till duſky ſhadows all retire ». 
And work no more diftreſs : 


Turn, till this glorious break of day 3 


| O turn to me thy face ; 
While in the ſhady vale I ſtay, 
Deny me not thy gracc. 


While circling woes depreſs my foul 
To various darkſome urns: 

Let circling merqies round me roll, 
By various kind returns. 


O'er hills of fin, and guilt, and woe, 
That place us far apart, 


* As in a circuit. 


+ Or of diviſions 


Co 


D. 
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Come marching like the bounding roe, 
Or loving youthful hart. 


O'er mountains to their mates they move, 


They ſkip, they leap, they flee ; 


With equal caſe, and ſpeed, and love 


Haſte o'er the hills to me. 


Tho? juſtly thou retire and hide, 


- Thy fayours ſtand unmov'd ; 
1'il therefore own I am thy bride, 
And thou art my belov'd. 


Hence ſhall dividing hills and rents 
Between my ſoul and thee, 
Be to my faith but arguments 
To haſte thy march to me. 


Let mighty hills, o'er much to go 
Defies my feeble limbs, 

Enhance the glory of the roe 
That rocks and mountains climbs. 


Difficulties ſo huge to me 

| I never can remove. - 

Be but occaſions fair to thee 
Io ſhow thine active love. 


Let riſing mountains haſte the view 

Of all-ſarmounting might; 
And ev'ning ſhades, the falling dew 
Ol love, till morning light. 
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CHAP: III. 


The Church's Fight and Victory in onthe 
glorieth in Chriſt. 


Tart Cnvgcn's Worns. 


Verſe r. By night on my bed, I ſought him 


whom my ſoul loveth I . ſought him, but 1 
found him not. 


Wren ſhadows dark, and mountains bigh, 
With ſtern united might, 

Conſpir'd to hide him from mine eye 
Whoſe abſence is my night: 


Upon my drowſy bed alone, 
Amidſt my ſlumbers toſt, 
I ſovght him; but my flothful moan 
And lazy labour loſt, 


Love acting ſuch a languid part, 
J felt a ſtrange diſeaſe, 

An abſent Lord, a careleſs heart, 
And reſt without releaſe. 


Tuſtly the darling of my ſoul, 
Still rolling in my mind, 

Did my dull ſuit again controul : 
I ſought ; but could not find. 


Verſe 2. 7 ** riſe now, and go AN the 
city, in the freete, and in the broad ways 


V 
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I will fees him whom my ſoul loveth : I 
ſought him but J found FL not. 


Since my beloved won't be found __ 
In ſuch a ſleepy road, | 
I'll rouſe, and riſe, and go around, 

The city of my God. 


More life and vigour than before, 
Thro' grace, I will diſplay ; 

And in my ſearch frequent no more 
'This lazy, | formal way, 


he 


TH 
1 


But, ſhaking off my drowſy chains, 
About his courts I“ move, 
With more activity and pains, 
To ſeek my deareſt love. 


pn ev ry ſecret corner trace, 
And ſearch the public ſtreet, 

The ordinances of his grace, 
Till I my Saviour meet. 


In mere reſolves I did not ſiſt, 
But ſought him here and there; 


Let, ah, the God of Jacob miſs'd, 
Even i in the houſe of pray'r. 


. 


So much * former irt 
To preſent loſs rebound, _ 
That in the moſt devout addreſs 
He was not to be found. 


e 
vs 


Verſe 3. The watchmes that of about the ety 


| 
4 
1 
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found me: to whom I 725 Saw Je bis 


whom my ſoul hwveth 


Then was I, while I roam'd 8 
By faithful watchmen found, 
Wbo in the city of their God 


Perform'd their painful round. 


To whom 1 cry'd, with great reſpect, 
Fee pilots of the blind, | 
«© Can ye my wand' ring ſteps direct, 
7 My deareſt love to lind? 


4 I hope, ye who —_—_ heav- nly art, 
* Still tread the holy ground, 


Well know the darling of my heart, 


+ And where he may be ſound. 


„ When my peloy 4.38 hid, from you, 
What paths, what means of grace, 


« What courte do ye yourſelves purſpe, 


++ To ſee his lovely face? 


5 Tell me, ye watchmen of the night, 
] pray you, tell me where 

« Did ye eſpy my ſoul's delight? 
“ That I may ſeek him there. 


% O happy ſtars, if ye might be 
«© My k guides to Jeſus now ! 
« Jeers, did ye my Saviour ſee? 
by Trey tell me where, and how?“ 


But, ah! no lips of ſaints or prieſts . 5 
My preſent plaint could ſtay ; 


Al 


* 


A 


hin 
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All were but dry and empty breaſts, | 
While Jeſus was away: 


My teachers left me ſtill in doubt,“ 
Wulle he withheld his grace; 


Ly a when their doctrine found me out, 


And touch'd my very cale. 


Tho? public means no preſent ſtop 
Put to my bleeding wound ; 

Yet, lo the healing dew they drop ! 
I ſoon in private found. 


tveth : 


When public ordinances faild - 
In eating my complaints; 


When little to my help avail'd, 


Or miniſters or ſaints: 


When means and duties coal not do, 
Tho? uſeful in their place, 

As open inns ; and precious too, 
As ſweet canals of grace : 


Yet, proving as to ſucceſs weak, 
Beyond them all J paſt, 

A little een ſtep to make, 
And found my love at laſt. 


When outward conduit-pi pes could vent. 


No . to Hp my need, 


75 


Verſe 4. It was but a "Iathe that I paſſed 
from them, but 1 e him W my /oul 
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The little ſtep I further went, 
Was to the fountain-head. 


For paſſing thro' the brittle reeds, 
And but a little ſpace ; | 

And looking o'er the ſervants heads, 
I ſaw the Maſter's face. 


My truſt and means did from them paſs, 
A higher rock to climb; 

But thro? them as the looking-glaſs, 
I fixt mine eyes on him, 


How ſoon thro? goſpel teleſcopes | 
Faith did his glory ſpy ; 
Diſmiſſing all inferior hopes, 

My heart purſu'd mine eye. 


J found my ſoul's beloved chaſe, 
In all his pleaſing charms; 

Then joyful flew to his embrace, 
And graſp'd him in mine arms. 


. ——1 beld him, and would not bet him * 


His preſence which by faith and pray ry 
I ſought fo much to gain, 

Now, when enjoy'd, with equal care 
T labour to retain. 


I wept for joy to ſee his face, 
And like a kindly bride, 
Enclos'd him faſt in mine embrace, 
And preſs'd him to abide. 


. 


| I ſaw his ſmiling face, where ſtood 


| And lighting now on Jacob's road, 


the Song of Solomon. 


His preſence did ſuch bliſs imply, 
His abſence ſuch a bane ; 

I now reſolv'd that he and I 
Should never part again. 


A thouſand lovely charms, 
And melted down into a flood | 
Of pleaſure in his arms. 


# 
) 


Did equal fervour ſhow ; : | 
I wept and wreſtled with my God, | 
And would not let kim go. 


In heat of battle for the bliſs 
On pleaſant Bethel plains, 


I held him by his faithfulneſs, - 


The girdle of his reins. 


And while I made his truth my ſhield, 
His word of grace my ſtay; 

The God of Jacob deign'd to yield, 
And could not ſay me nay. 


Of freedom great without offence 


Allowing me my fill; 
With holy, humble violence, 
1 won him to my will. 


* 


=D WE 1 . 3 him into ny mother's . 
- houſe, and into the under 27 ver that 


5 Conge: efved me. 


G; in 


On myſtical Jeruſalem, 
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While ſuch a banquet I enjoy'd, 1 | 1 


Such power with God in prayer, 
My court and moyen I employed, N 
That others too might ſhare. 


Rememb'ring, while I ſuck'd the comb, 
My ſtarving friends in jail ; 

J brought him to my mother's home, 
His largeſſes to deal; | 


That all my relatives might taſte 
My preſent wondrous bliſs, 
Who faint with famine in the waſte 
And howling wilderneſs. 


With ardent zeal beſonght I him, 
To let his bleſſing fall 


The mother of us all. 


*Tis writ in Zion's infant-roll, | 
This man and that man there 

Was born again; and there my foul 
+ Firſt drew the vital air. | \ 


I therefore begg'd, her offspring free 


Might have, with peaceful days, | 3 
The pleaſure of his company . 
in his approved ways. | R 


His preſence to her houſe I ee 
Its ruins to repair: 

To ſtrengthen what his hands had wronght, 92 

And ſhow his glory there. 4 

+= 74 Inret};- + 
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His love to me, and mine to him, 


x | 
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I pray'd him to my native home, 
As his beloy'd reſort, 
Nor did my Lord refuſe to come, 
And grace his ſacred court. 


For there he fill'd oft to the brim 
My cup of joy, and there 


Did mutual tokens ſhare. 


1 
F 
F] 
* 
0 
f 
[ 
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I found to my experience glad, 
That in the wreſthng way, 5 | 
The God of Jacob never ſaid, 1 
The ſeed of Jacob, nay, | 


Verſe 5. I charge you, O ye daughters of 
 Feruſalem, by the roes, and by the hinds of 
the field, that ye ſtir not up, nor awake my | 
love, till be pleaſe *, „ 


My Lord does now his joyful reſt 
In Zion's boſom take; A 
Woe to the fin, th? un welcome gueſt, © 
This ſweet repoſe ſhall break. 


Ye daughters of Jeruſalem, 
That love to him profeſs, . 
Take care ye do not loſe the gem, 


Ik! he joy that ye poſeſs. 


» See chap. ii. 7. the ſame words, but here they relats 


to Chriſt's preſence in the church, the mother's houſe, that 
bat be not marred, e Ink 


-* 
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While ſome delight in hinds and roes, 
And from alarms would ſhield - 
Their ſoon diſturbed, ſoft repoſe, 


Upon the open field. - 


Shall we awake our deareſt love, 
With vain and earthly naiſe, 
That may provoke him to remove 


And daſh our preſent joys ? 


If ſome affect the rural charms 
And pleaſures of the field, 
A dearer love is in our arms, 
_ Than ever earth could yield. 


If they their pleaſing trifles would 
All undiſturb'd enjoy; 

Shan't we our deareſt darling hold 

And hug without annoy ? 


Ye then that of my mother's houſe 


The ſons and daughters are, 
Be careful, while he ſtays with us, 
Leſt Ye the pleaſure mar. 


While he vouchſafes to be our gueſt, 4 


And grace our public inn, 
Let none of us diſturb his reſt, 
By heav'n-provoking fin. 
In love he comes and goes, and fo 
| May leave his holy hill ; 
But woe to us if off be go 
In wrath, againſt his will. 


the Song of Solomon. | mM 


His will and pleaſure is a law, 
To which we muſt ſubmit : 
But never tempt him to withdraw, 
Until he judge it fit. 


Tar Comranions WorDs. 


Verſe 6. Who is this * that cometh out of the 
wilderneſs like pillars of ſmoke, perfumed 
with myrrh and frankincenſe, and all F 
ders of the merchant : ? | 


What bride js this, in bright array, 
| With precious bleſſings ſtor'd, 
That gives us ſolemn charge to pay 

Such homage to her Lord? 


Up from the deſert ſee her move 
And climb the azure ſkies ; 

As from the glowing altars ſtrove 
The ſmoky pillars riſe. 


Her heart inflam'd with holy fire. 
In the devouteſt mode, 

Adventures boldly to aſpire 
Vnto the throne of God. 


As tow'ring ſmoke in air ſerene, 
With ately riſing heads, 

wr mounts above the plain 
In lofty pyramids: 


8 This, here is.in the feminine gender; 7. d. Who aur | 
| that ccmeth «> ec. | 
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See ha her warm'd affections tow'r, 
And, with a heav' nly air, 


Epmempe. on earthly glory pour, 
As worthleſs of her care. 


f 


Perfum'd with myrrh and incenſe ſweet, 
She ſmells like flow'ry ſpring, 
With lav'ry graces, odours meet 
Io entertain her King. 


No precious powders from gh, 
- Of which the merchant boaſts, 
Like theſe her grateful odours are, 
Brought from Immanuel's coaſts. 


So wond'rons are the charms we ſpy, 
So rich the *broider'd robe; 15 
Her dazz'ling ſplendour: blinds our eye, 
And blazes o'er the globe, 
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Verſe 7. Behold TR bed * hs 16 Solomon's 


0 friends, what mean you With furpriſe, 
On mortal me to gaze? N rt? 

From borrow'd beauty turn your ey es 
To uncreated rays. | 


Behold the king 8 ee e 
Who me ſo richly clad, 3 


gee chap. i. 16. | 


90 


the Song of S;lomon. 


Whom Solomon the opulent F 
Did typify and ſhade. 


Coe; ſee his equipage prepar'd, 
And enſigns of renown, 

His ſtately bed, his royal guard, 
His chariot; and his crown. 


His bed of ſtate in Zion ſtands, 
Witbin the royal court; 
For there the bleſſing heav'n commands, 
There is his lov'd reſort. 


There, ſtill remains, as prophets vouch, 
And holy ſcriptures tell, 

The heir of heav'n's embroider'd couch 
For hugging heirs of hell. 4 


This is my re, pere will I ay, 
In ſacred lines he ſaid ; 

And, till he can his word unſay, 
He'll never change his bed. 


'Tis here with pleaſure. une xpreſs d, 
3. Our mutual loves combine, 
On eaſy downs of holy reſt, 
And fellowſhip divine. 


The furniture and coſt immenſe 
About the bed may clear, 
An infinitely greater prince 
: 'Than Solomon 1s here. | 


Threeſcore valiant men are about it, of 
4 Rich. 


84 Parapbraſe on 
the valiant of Iſrael. Verſe 8. They all Th 


held ſwords, being expert in war : every 
man hath his ſword upon his thigh, becauſe | Th 
of fear m the night. 


Behold the royal guard, to fence WI 
His bed on ev'ry fide, | 
To ſhow the ſplendour of the prince, An 
The ſafety of the bride. 
A num'rous hoſt of nobler knights Ye 
Than Solomon's brigade, | 
Of ſixty valiant Iſraelites, His 
Around his 1v'ry bed. 
For lo, the reſting-place to guard, = BY: 
The hoſts of God combine, | 
Thouſands of angels all prepar'd, N WI 
And attributes divine. | | 
The loweſt rank that rails the bed An 
Are watchmen of the night, 
Who ſtand as centries in the ſhade, Th 
Until the morning light. 
Of theſe the faithful to their prince Ye 
i No naked ſoldiers are, : 
But arm'd complete for bold defence, W. 


As mighty ſons of war. 


By long experience fkilful grown, 
They in the field command, 
And vaProus for the heav'nly crown, 

They fight with ſword in hand. 
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ze Spirit's ſword each ready wears 
Cloſe girded. by his fide, 

The word of God, to till the fears 
Of Jeſus? royal bride. 


When nightly dread her quiet mar, 
| Their ſwords filence the fright, 
And from the holy ſpot debar 
The terrors of the night. 


Yea, Zion's king himſelf acclaims 
To be their ſhield and ſhade; 

His blood, his word, his oath, like names 
Defend the royal bed. 


The ſentry is almighty WI; 296; $445 5 
For ſubſidy * prepar'd : 1 1 2 
What ſleeping couch of earthly Kings | 
Can boaſt of ſuch a guard? 


Amidſt night ſhades that fear ſuggeſt, 
Amidſt menacing + harms, 
They lie ſecure whoſe bed of reſt 
Ils ſtrong Immanuel's arms. 


Ye that my bright array deſcry, 
See, ſee his guarded bed; 

Where I in eafe and ſafety lie, 
Beneath his garment ſpread. 


Verſe 9. Ring Solomon made. himſelf a ode 
riot of the wood of Lebanon. Verſe 10. He 
made the pillars thereof of fitver, the bottom 


Help or aid. 4 Dh 


1 
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thereof of geld, the covering of it of purple; ; 


the midſt thereof being paved wes Wr for 
the daughters of Jeruſalem. 5 


Le that, amaz'd at my aſcent, 
Stand gazing to the ſky, 

Come ſee the engine eminent, 
By which I mount ſo high. 


Lo, here! befide the reſting- place 
And hed to lay me ſoft, 
Are flying chariot-whcels of grace, 
| To bear my foul aloft... 


Our Solomon the prince of peace, 
The king of Zion, fam'd © 
For his renown, and my releaſe, 
A ſtately chariot fram'd. 


He who for pleaſure made the bed, 
For peace who ſet the guard, 

For ſolemn pomp and cavalcade 
This glorious engine rear d. 


He, congruous to his old decree, 
For ſhowing forth his praiſe, 
A cov'nant firm of promiſe ſree 
Did like a chariot raiſe. 
None fram'd of Leb'nons fineſt wood 
By wileſt engineers, 
Could equal this, fo gay, ſo good, 
And firm to endlets years. 


The pillars thereof, ſor the eaſe 
And ſupport of the weaR, 


Are 


Its 


Fro 
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Are precious ſilver promiſes 
That will nor bow nor break. 


Its bottom is a ground-work ſure, 
Of pure and ſolid gold, 

From bankrupt begg' ry to ſecure, 
From falling thro' t-uphold. 


Its cov'ring ſafe from fin to ſhroud, 
And ſure from wrath to hide, 

Is purple dye, the ſcarlet flood 
From Jeſus? wounded. fide. 


For Salem's race (tho' ſome purblind, 
Its outſide pomp but move) 
The midſt unſeen is pav'd and lin'd 
With velvet ſeats of love. 


He who, to ſhow his kindneſs freſh, 
For hutnan brats abroad, 


Came riding in a car of fleſh, 
The high, the humble God ; 


Now for his bride a chariot fair 

Of goſpel-grace provides ; ; 
In which he conqu'ring ev? ry where, 
And ſhe wompliing * 
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Verſe 11. Go forth, 0 e oy Zion, 
and behold king Solomon with the crown 
 wherewith his mother crowned him in the 
day of his eſpot ſals, and in the day Y the 
 gladneſs of his e | 
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King Jeſus' royalties each one, | 
O Zion's daughters, fee ; + 


The bed, the guard, the couch, the crown 


Preſented to your eye. 


Behold my King, you'll ſtrange the lente 


To ſee my bright array; 
'Tis fit I now appear in dreſs, 
His coronation day. 


Go forth in heart, from ay toys, 199 


From ſelf, that airy thing, 


From ſinful pleaſures, dying joys, 


And ſee the living King. 


To him whom mother Zion bore, ! 
The crown doesappertain ; 
His Father to his mother ſwore, 


That Solomon ſhould reign. g * N 81 
Behold the King with wonder deep: 


Whoſe: glory cannot fade, 
Jeſus through Solomon the type, 


The ſubſtance through. the ſhade, 0 1 


Come ſee, bblieve; admire; adore, 


Heav'n glad'ning homage! pay, 


To match his mother's crown he wore 


Upon his nuptial day. 


The day wherein he bleſt the earth, 
And won his bride apart: 

When ſhe him met with holy mirth, 
And he rejoic'd i in heart. 


% 


the Song of Solomon. 89 A 

| hy 

The ſaints, who do his homage bear, 
Proclaim the high renown 10 


Of Zion's king, who deigns to wear 
Their praiſes as his crown. 


They act the fond“ maternal part, 
T6 joint applauding bands; 

The heav'nly babe form'd-in their heart, 
Is crown'd with. both their hands. 


His wedding and his crowning day, 

Their pompous joys unite; | 
To pourtray him the lovely way 

Where grace and grandeur meet. 
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Once bound unto the altar's horns, 
A victim for our dues, 3 
His head was crown'd with cruel horn, 
By's mother. church the e 


But pleaſure now his pains repay, 
And pomp that ſuits him well; 

His Father's crown with ſov'reign any. 
O'er heav'n and earth and hell. 


* Mother! Jo 
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CHAP. w. 


Chriſt Stteth forth the cat of TA Chur h- tow. 
eth his Love to her—The Church — to be made 
Tit for his Ereſence. 


CHRIS T' 8 Wonps. 


Mable: 15 Bebold, hon art fair, 157 hn, Be- 
hold, thou art fair ; tbeu haft doves eyes 
within thy locks : thy hair is as a flick of 
goats that appear From mount Gilead. 


Mr e love, who {lighting gaudy fame, 
Doſt human praiſe. eſchew, 

From zeal to magnify, my name, 

And give to me my due. 


Thy name no detriment ſuſtains 
By travail mine to raiſe ; 

For, lo © I now return. thy pains, _ 
By crowning thee with praiſe. 


My truth that can't the falſe decoy 
Of flatt'ring lips approve, 
Aſſerts, to animate thy joy, 
. Thou art wy ſpotleſs love, 


Lo! thou art fair; 10! thou art fair! 
Twice fair thou art, I ſay; 
My krighteoufſneſs and graces are 
Thy double bright array. 


Tho' thou a ſpotted leopard, 
And black thyſelf doſt ſtyle; 


1 


T: 


W. 


de 


the Song of Solomon. 


Yet, as a mark of my regard, 
'T count thee free of guile. 


When to a dog, a mite, a gnat, 
Thou dolt thyſelf compare, 


And call thyſelf a helliſh brat, 


Ev'n then I call thee fair. 


Thy trembling faith will ſcarcely own 
My comelinefs on thee ; 
Behold, behold ! twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me 


I ſee the beauties of the dove 
Thee decks without diſguiſe ; 

For there devout affections move, 
Like turtles charming eyes. 


So modeſt, humble, pure, and chaſte, 


So faithful to their mate ; 
On me alone they fix and reſt, 
And all my rivals hate. 


% 


Thy beauteous eyes veil with thy locks, 


Show wile {obriet 
And heav'aly beauties fineſt Rrokes, 
From oſtentation free. 


| Gay, like a comely flock of goats 


On Gilead's ſtately height, 
Is thine adorning hair, that notes 
Thy geſture ſhining bright. 


No artful curls, no pamper'd hair, 
The pride of mortal clay, 
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Can parallel the heavPoly air 
Of thy well order'd way. 


Verſe 2. Thy teeth are lite a flock of ſheep 
that are de Horn, which came up from the 


waſhing : whereef every one bears twins, and i 


none is barren among them. 


Ihe world, ſtruck with thy beauty, my 


Pp Relieve thy paſture good, 
Did they thy grinders white ſurvey, 
Tck̃bat champ the heav' nly tood. 


Thy teeth, the bread of life that cull, 
And eager eat my fleſh, 


Are acts of faith in number full, 


In nature fair and freſh, 


Thy prieſts, the living bread who bred, 
And nurſe the babes new born ; 
When, by an equal law they act, 
L.ike ev'nly teeth adorn. 


None does his fellow overgrow, 
Wry'd from his proper place; 
But all, as equal grinders, ſhow _ 
Due pains to feed thy race. 


They hold a comely parity, 

Nor orderleſs moleſt, 

As proud o 'ertopping teeth. would be 
Like prelates oer the reſt. 


Thine active zeal yet mild, doth 2 8 
A juſt e ; 


Lik 


e 
he 


14 


Thy fruits of holineſs and peace 


Thy lips are like a ſcarlet thread 


Salute mine ears with ſecret joys ; 


the Song of Solomon. 


Like ev'nly rounded flocks of ſheep, 
New paſt the ſhearer's eye. 


— 


Thy purity exceeds their fleece 
Waſh'd in the cryſtal flood; 
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Outvie their num'rous brood. 


There does not in the flock appear 
One fruitleſs barren womb : + 

But all by twins, their product bear, 
And lead them bleating home. 2 8 . 


: ** thy pe 15 prion] ; thy cod Tk 
a piece of a pomegranate within thy. 2 5 


I view'd thy beauteous moving lips, 
Inſtructing Salem's race, . -_ - 
And dropping pureſt nectar fips, 
In ſav'ry words of grace. 


Thence ſacred pray'rs and praiſe proceed, 
So grateful unto Gd, 


10 - 
+ * » 
/ , * 3. 
Ps K . 
; * „eee FA 
8 - N wo * 3 
„ 3 5 a 
A 4 4 \ Ss . "ah ** a - 
ö HR CE LOI 
- N * in of * 6 
” A * 2 * n a = 
: - « 3 3 ON Os 
41 „ . v*'Y 
1 * * . wx ” *. * 
" * FO « * _ thi 8 
—— = 7 75 p » 4 * 3 ” EFF n 602 % Pn 24 88 6, Pr. Ry 8 2 
4 2 ” A ＋ 8 = £\ bir . D 1 — 7-7 „ „ r 3 2 = x EE 
nn „ Zh : — — r —— _— — — 
7 * — bs 8 7 — __ . * . . wy © E * — 2 1 =% 
* Fre. n 2 — D = >. — - « 
. — 


I; 
1.0 


Dy'd with atoning blood. 


Thefe balmy lips with pleafing voice 
Shrill in devotion's path, 


* 
55 
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2 


And ſpread a fragrant breath. 


Thy ſpeech, in praiſe, to my renown z 
And pray'r for bliſs from me; 


II tr en 
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In ſocial words, to make me known; 
Shows grace with gravity. 


Hence 'granate like, thy temples fair, 
| Vaild in thy locks appear; 

While ruddy bluſhes deck thy prayer, 
5 When none but God can hear. 


From men thou hid'ſt thy roſy cheeks, 
Whieh ſhame for fin doth fluſh, 
Yet, ſpite of maſks, thy mien detects 
Thy beauteous holy bluſh, ' 


Verſe 4. Thy neck is like the tower af David 
builded for an armoury, whereon there hang 
a thouſand bucklers, all ſhields of e y 


men . 


Beſides thy coral lips and cheeks, 
Thy tow'ring iv'ry neck, 
Fram'd like a heav'nly ſtructure, peak 
Wiſdom its architect. 


This neck of precious faith excels 
King David's ſtately tower ; 

It holds the glorious head, and dwells, 
Upon the rock of power. 


As that was for an arm'ry built 
Of warlike weapons bright, ws 
Where hung a thouſand bucklers gilt, 
All ihields of men of might: 


$0 this moſt vig*rous faith of thine 
| More conqueſt by my names, 


My 


Def 


Fai 
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With weapons of victorious grace, 
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My words and attributes divine, 
Than many fhields acelaims. 


Defenſive arms, in ev'ry caſe, 
Within this tower abound ; 


4 


And bulwarks built around, 


5 
* + 
4727 
* 
N. 
- WY 
44 
1. 
Ee 
4 
„ 
#' 
10 
Y 
br | 
by 
** 
vs 
' 
4 . 
* 
I 
Fel. 
. 
1556 


Thy neck of faith aſſimilates 
An arm'ry built upright: 
It ſtands renown'd for valiant feats 
And boldeſt acts of might. 


Faith joining her almighty King, 
Safe, ſpite of fears, can dwell; 

And viewing death, without a ſting, 
Defy the gates of hell. 


Verſe 5. Thy two breaſts are lite u young 
roes that are twins, which feed among the 
lilies . 155 | 


Thy breaſts of love reſemble roes 


Both young delightful twins: 
In thee ſuch equal ardour glows 
For God, and ' gainſt thy fins. 


Thou op'neſt frank a twofold breaſt, 
Two teſt' ments, and two ſeals; 
Which to thy children yield a feaſt 
Of milk for daily meals. 


Thine equal breaſts delightful feed 
With milk of ſweet ſolace, 


* Ste chap, vii. 3. 


96 4 Parapbraſe a | 


In juſt proportion to the need Pe 
Of all the babes of grace. 

Among my flocks, the lily fields N 
Where 1 with pleaſure feaſt, .. 

Thy wholeſome converſation yields St 


Sweet food with open breaſt. 


| Verſe 6. Until the daybreak, and the ſhadow; 
lee away, I wall get me up to the mountain N N 
of myrrh, and to ibe bill Us Jrankineen, 2 


] heard thy former warm requeſt, 1 
To haſte the ſhades away. 
Or, during night, abide thy gueſt 'T 
Until the breald ef day. 
Thy prayer ſtill in mind I bear, By 
To which no longer mute, | | 
As then I, bent my liſt'ning ear, | 
90 now I grant thy ſuit. * 
In Zion mount thy feet ſhall ſtay, 
And there I il lodge with thee, 11 
Until the dawn of glory's day, - | 
That ſhades of ſorrow flee: W 
There will T ſmell the ſavour ſweet | ; 
Of active grace and prefer : 25 | CG 
For Zion is my choſen ſeat, © | 5 
I'll reſt for ever there. Pn OUT Art v. 


Accepted off'ring all mature, | 
My —w_ hill ſurronnd,” ,. A 


the Song of Solomon. 97 
Perfum'd with myrrh and incenſe pure, 15 
That ſpread their odours round. 


No ſpice ſo much delights che ſmell 
As incenſe. ſmoking there: 
Still therefore ſhall my ſpirit dwell 
Within the houſe of pray'r. 


The mount of incenſe, hill of myrrh, 
My grace ſhall till adorn : 

Nor thence will I decamp or ſtir, 
Till glory's nuptial morn ; 


| Till to my royal courts above 
My trumpet call thee up, 

To conſummate our endleſs love, 
And drink full pleaſure's cup. 


Verſe 7. Thou art all fein, my le, there i 7s 
no Hot in thee. 


wy love, thou ſeem'ſt a jouthCorne worm: 
Vet ſuch thy beauties be, 

ſao! ze but half thy comely form ; 
Thou'rt wholly fair in me. 


Whole juſtified in perfect dreſs x 
Nor juſtice, nor the le 
Can in thy robe of righteouſneſs 

Diſcern the ſmalleſt flaw, 


Yea, fanctified in ev? ry part, 

Thou'rt perfect in delign; 
And J judge thee by what thou art 
In thy intent and mine. 
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Fair love, by grace complete in me, 
| Beyond all beauteous brides, | 
Each ſpot that ever ſullied thee Th 
My purple veſture hides. 


Verſe 8. Cime * with me from Lebanin, my | 
ſpouſe, with me from Lebanon : lk from the 
top of Amana, from the top of Shenir and 
Hermon, from the liaus dens, from nd molun- 


tains of the legpards, 


Fair 8 did I thee betroth ? 
And get thy heart and hand ? 

I urge thee by thy marriage oath 
Regard thy kind command. 


Come, come with me from Lebanon, 
This mount of vanity ; 

Faith's object, things unſeen, unknown, 
More ſuit thy high degree. 


Come from this world's bewitching heights, 
O new born ſoul forget 

The pompous fopp'ries, gay delights, 
Toys of thy native ſtate. 


Are mortal pleaſures worth thy ſtay, 

Or dying ſhades and toys, 
When I invite thy heart away 

| To ſhare immortal Joys 2 


* The words here may be 200g by way of ones 
Theu A cone With me. 
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By faith look from Amana's top, 

From Shenir, Hermon fair; 

Thence over Jordan look with hope 
Where Zion's glories are. 


P 


— 


Let me alone poſſeſs thy heart, 

. Leave ev'ry lion's denn, 

From theſe wild leopard-hills depart, 
The place of furious men. 


E 


. 
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All worldly joys are over-weigh'd 
With hills of vexing care, 
And under gawdy pleaſures hide 
Some ghaſtly dang'rous ſnare. 


Let blinded moles in earthen hills 
Their monld'ring ſtore purſue, 

And like the duſt that never fills, 
Bid thou mole-hills, adieu. 


I'll thee to higher bliſs exalt, 
For ever with the Lord; ? 
Come, come thou muſt, and come thou ſhalt, 
My love's thy drawing cord. 


Verſe g. Thou haft “ raviſhed my Leart, my - 
fefter, my ſpouſe, thou haſt raviſhed my heart 
with one of thine eyes, with one cham of thy 

nec. | ; | 


Thy fellowſhip's my fond defire, | 
Thus ſu'd by kindly calls ; | 


* Or taken away my heart. 


I 13 8 


5 * * s FEA > hay 2 2 : 
— é ˙* . — . 22 — 2 * 


100 A Parapbraſe on 


| Becauſe my vanquiſh'd heart on fire 


Thy beauty's captive falls. 


I cannot fee with pleaſure, love, 
Thy feet on mountains roam; 

Nor can I reſt, until above 
My palace be thy home. 


I own, my ſpouſe, and ſiſter dear, 


; Unſham'd my brotherhood ; 
We're doubly ſib, our kindred's near 
By marriage and by blood. 


Thou haſt, my father being thine, 
In's love a filial part; 


And I'm (thou haſt ſo much of wine) 


Scarce maſter of my heart. 


To thee I bear a love intenſe, 
Ev*n to the laſt degree; 
Thou, in effect, by violence 
Has rapt y heart from me. 


Of all created beauties brave 


Fer faſhion'd by my hand, 
None like thy comely graces have 
My heart at ſuch command. 


One glance of thy believing. e 


One chain of thy fair neck, 
Part of thy form has ravich'd me; 
How mult the Whole affect? 


Thy pow 'rful faith and love detains 
My heart 9 yet enlarg'd, 


Bc 
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With ſtrong delights and pleaſing chains, 
I'm conquer'd and o'ercharg'd. 


Verſe 10. How fair is thy love, my /; er, my 
Spomſe ! how much better is thy love than 
wine and the ſmell of thy omtments, than 
all thy ſpices ! 
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Dear relative, thou i in whoſe veins 
My blood and ſpirit run, | 
Bound to my heart by various chains, 
I'll in thy praiſe go on. 


ih 


How fair, how grateful unto me 
Are all thy fruits of love! 

Thy love beyond compare I ſee, 
And with my heart approve. 


— ISI 2 


My love divine was in thine eye 
| Prefer'd to richeſt wine: 

And, not to be behind with thee, 
I'll ſpeak the praiſe of thine. 
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n r rr IE Seth _— - 
. 


Thy love excels the choiceſt wine 
That cheers man's heart apace; 

For, lo! this fervent grace of thine 
Can God's own heart folace ; 


No wine of off” rings once pour'd out 
Did ſach acceptance win, 

As does thy ſhining life without, 
From burning love within. 


All graces ſweet thy love attend, 
By me acceptance find, | 
| 1 ij; 
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And forth; heir fragrant odours ſend, 
Like oil of pureſt kind. 


The holy unction pour'd on thee. 
Yields to my. heart a feaſt, 
And ſmells. more * redolent to me 
Than ſpices of the eaſt. 


As ſtreams unto their ſpring — 
To me 1s thy recourte ; 

I call thee fair, who made thes fo; 
My love's of. thine the ſource. 


Thy love's my due, becauſe of old 
With men were my delights : 

I joy'd in loves I ſhould behold, 
| Now charm'd' Pm with the ſights. 


Heart- piercing love of ancient riſe 
Thou didſt fo much engrofs; 

The wounds of love made me deſpiſe 
The torments of = croſs. 


Verſe 11. 7. ry lips, O'my ſpouſe, drop as th: 
Bone y comb : honey and milk are under thy 
tongue, and the ſmell of thy e 78 lik 
the ſmell of Lebanon. 


O ſpouſe, thy love with lovelineſs 
Is mixt in word and walk; 
"wy tongue takes pleaſure to expreſs 
| How 1 approve thy talk. 


1 Sweet or ſavoury. 


. 


/ 
/ 
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Drops from my lips diſtill'd with eaſe, 
To ſaints more ſweetneſs yield, 

Than honey. combs which buſy bees 
Suck from the flow'ry field. 


Both Canaan's bleſſings glide below _ 
Thy ſweet inſtructive tongue: 

For thence do milk and honey flow, 
To feed and fealt the young. 


Thy heart ſtill with thy tongue agrees, 
To fill the flowing tide, 

And ſhow thou art without diſguiſe, 
My fair and fertile bride, 


Such is thy wonted holy ſtrain, 
Refreſhing pleaſures load, 

Thy language in diſcourſe with men, 
And duty towards God. 


Cloth'd with my righteouſaels, thy ſmell 


Is like a field of bliſs ; | 
And hath with this, to heck thee well 
A robe of ſay? ry grace. 


Hence Kill abroad thy ſavour flies 
In works and practice fair, 


89 
2 


Which Lebanon's perfumes Outvics, 


That ſcents the circling air. 


As there {weet ſmelling trees and flow". rs 
Did, fann'd with g gales, abound ; 


Iby coſpel- walk ſweet odours pours 


To God and man around. 
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Verſe 12. A garden encloſed i is my ſſſter, my : 
Spouſe : a ſpring Jout up, a Fn” ſealed. 7 


My bride's a garden of ſolace, | G 
Where fruits and flow'rs abound ; 

A ſacred ſpot, euclos'd by grace, 
Well fenc'd and walPd around. 


From common earth ſequeſtrate quite, 
| Reſerved for my uſe; © 
Preſerved alſo by my might, 

From vYlence and abuſe. 


A ſpring diffuſing cryſtal fireams, 

Does midſt the garden ſwell ; 
Shut up from ſultry hurtful beams, 

And feet would taint the well, 


A fountain ſeal'd for ſecrecy, 

To enhance the worth unſeen ; 
For ſhelter and ſecurity, 

Io keep it pure and clean. 


My privy ſeal was ſtamp'd thereon, 
That bliſs which heav'n commands; 
Abroad from thence in rills may run, 1 


ud ſtreams o'er diſtant lands. 


As me the Father ſeal'd, to ſpread 
For hungry ſouls heav'n 's food ; 

So Zion's ſprings are ſeal'd, to ſhed - | * 
On thirſty ground a flood. 2 


Verſe 13. Thy plants are an orchard of gene- 
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ranates with pleaſant fruits, camphire 
with ſpikenard. Verte 14. Sprkenard and 
affron, calamus and cinnamon, with all the 
trees of frankiacenſe, myrrh, and "Ry with 
all the chief ſpices. 


Sweet fruits all flouriſhing An 
My garden well beſeems ; 

Which cannot prove a barren ground, 
Amidſt ſuch living ſtreams. 


Thy plants of grace do parallel 
An orchard rich with trees; 
Sweet to delight the taſte and ſmell, 
Fair to ſalute the eyes. 


Here 'granates young, and camphire grow, 
Here ſpice and incenſe bloom, 


Nard, cinnamon, myrrh, aloes blow, 


With gales a rich perfume. 


Here num'rous plants with fragrant ſcent, 
And odours moſt refin'd, 

All in their nature Sent 
And various in their kind. 


Thy blooming plants of grace diſplay | 
A heav*nly foil and air; 

And ſap divine, which I convey, ' 
Makes all the planting fair. 1 


Witd' nature's ſoil could neer produce 
Such trees as here do ſtand ; 
For ſpecial pleaſure, ſpecial uſe, 
All planted by my hard. 
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Verſe .: 4 9 of gardens, a well of 
living waters, and flreams from Lebanon, 


Thy pleaſant garden's blooming plants 
All others far excel ; As g 
For heav'n, to thine indulgent, grants 
Streams of ſalvation's well, 


This fountain open, full, and nigh, 
Makes plants their vigour yield ; 
Yea, neighb'ring gardens does ſupply, 

And each adjacent field, 


Thy graces frank their juice convey, - 
Not dript as ſballow pails ; 

But living ſprings, that night and day, 
Flow to refreſh the vales. | 


Such is thy lib'ral flowing mine : 


Nor are, with penury, But 
Thy bleſſings to thy banks den 
But common as the ſea. 5 WI 
My quick'ning Spirit, freely ſhed, 
That Zion's banks may flow. _ Th 
. is, whoſe ſtreams do glad, 
And makes the planting grow. Lo 


The well of water here runs o'er, 
The current to maintain: 
With hally courſe to endleſs * 
As rivers to the main. | T7 


Not Jordan ſwell'd from Lebanon, 
So ſtoutly rolls his tide ; 3 
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As cryſtal rivers from the throne 
of Thro' Zion's valleys glide. 


: Thy rills of grace to me return, 


And own their ſprings in me ; 
As garden ftreams from thence muſt run, 
With tribute tc the ſea. 


TE CRHURCh's WorkDsS., 


Verſe 16. Awake, O north wind, and come, 
thou fouth ; bleu upon my garden, that the 
ſpices thereof may flow out: let my beloved 

| come into his garden, and eat his pleaſant 

js. 


In ample praife, my wot. 1 hear 

Makes worthleſs me his theme; 

But with a ſtunn'd, aſtoniſh'd ear, 
1 ſiak to duſt for thame. 


What humbling wonders he performs : 
On mites his picture draws ; | 
Then makes the deſpicable worms | 
His ſabje& of applauſe. 


1 


Lord, if I be a garden fair, 
* On thee the praiſe muſt land : 
For all my verdant graces were 
Plants of thy. mighty hand. 


Thy ſpicy fruits thou doft approve, 
And deign'it thus to commend, 


_ 
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Are bloſſoms of thy fruitful love, 
And on thy breath depend. 


They quickly languiſh, fade, and die; 
They ceaſe to bud or flow, 

And ſapleſs, ſcentleſs, fruitleſs, lie, 
Unleſs thy Spirit blow. 


Awake, O heav'nly wind, and come, 
Excite the ſpicy vale; 
Blow on this garden of perfume - 
A rouſing, quick'ning gale. 


On Zion's ſons, O Sp'rit divine, 
Pour grace and gifts abroad; 

Make paſtors by perfumes of thine 
A ſavour ſweet to God. 


Sharp gales from chilling north command, 


To rouſe the feeds of grace: _ 
Then warming ſouth's ſoft wings expand, 
Till ſpices flow apace. 


From ev'ry point, O mighty winds, 
Blow a new Pentecolt : 
Let blinded atheiſtic minds 
Kno there's a Holy Ghoſt. 


'O let my belt beloved come, 
And ſpread his area broad, 
With choiceſt fruits of rich per ame, 


Moſt grateful to my God. 


My garden's his, in all its views, 
The life, the ſap, the root; 


_ — 


— 
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The product whole to him acerues, 
From whom is all the fruit. 
Come, elſe the banquet cannot ſtand; 

Come, bring thy pl. aſi g treat, 
The fruits of thy laborious hand, 
And toil with bloody ſweat, 


Or ſhorter, thus : 


Am TI the garden heav'n can own, 
Waere living waters flo, 

As crystal rivers trom the throne 
To make the planting grow ? 


O heav'nly wind awake, and come; 
Blow all thy gracious gales 
| On this my garden of pertume, 
Elſe all its f.vour fails. 
O holy Spirit, from above 
| My with'ring heart inſpire, 
And raiſe, by various for.ns of love, 
| As various wants require. 


Let northern breezes fill my fails 
| With tharp convincing grace: | 
{ Then trom the ſouth etreſhing gales 
Reſume their joyful place. | 
Make all the ſpices flow abroad, 
As graces act ve hee, | 
| To entertain my Lord and God, 
Faith, love, and joy wor: 
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Let my belov'd his preſence ſweet 
Now to his garden grant; 


To taſte his pleaſant fruits, and eat | 


What he himſelf did plant. 
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CHAP. V. 
| Chriſt ook the Church with his Calling—The Church, 1 
having a Taſte of Chriſt's Love, is ſick of Love {© hy | js 
CR of Chriſt by his Graces. 1 1 
6 
CurIsT's WoRDs. | 


| Verſe 1. 1 22 my garden, my ſiſter, ; 
| my ſpouſe ; 1 have gathered my myrrh with 8 
my ſpice, I have eaten my honey. comb with b 
my honey, I have drunk my wine with m 

mil: eat, O friends, drink, yea drink abun- 
dantly, 7 beloved. 


MY love, in anſwer to thy pray'r, 
I' 'm here at thy requeſt; 
| And ready both to give and ſhare 
The pleaſure of the feaſt, 


Tm come, my ſpouſe and fiſter dear, 
Pm to my garden come, 

| To gather up my ſpice and myrrh ; 
Tm pleas'd with this perfame. 


— 8 7 3 " ies: 3 
12 — - , 1 2 


My graces reliſh like a feaſt 
| Of honey, milk, and wine ; 
I make myſelf a welcome guelt, 
The fruits are mine and thine, 


Eat, drink, O friends whom J approve, 
I alſo welcome you ; 
Tea, drink abundance of my love, 
_ Full freedom I allow. 


2 
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GO 
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Your fainting ſpirits here refreſh, 1 
Witn plenty ſpread abroad, 
The grace and love, the blood and fleſk 4 


Of your incarnate God. 


Not ele& angels ever ſhare | 
Such ſtrauge and matchleſs food; 
They teait on their Creator's care, TH 
Not your Redeemer's blood. 


Tre Cuvrcn's WornDs. 


Verſe 2. Jeep but my heart waketh : it is 
the voice of my bluved that knocke'h, ſays 
ing, Open to me my fiſter. my love, my dy ve, 
my undeſiled for my bad is wet with 
dew, and my fucks with the drops ef the 


The heart of Jcfus kind I ſee 
Bat mine ungrateful fals; 

Two nature's are at odds in me, 
And oft the worſt prevails. 


Both ſleeping fleſh J have, that reſts 
In floth, unto my ſhame ; | « 

And waking grace, that ſtill proteſts 
Againſt the lazy frame. 


=__ 


Hence, though I fleep, I at my heart 
Some inwar:: knocking hear; 

Tis Jeſus' voice, his loving dart 

Thus wounds my waking ear. 


— 
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* 


Come, open, my unſpotted dove, 

«© Thy heart I bolted find; 

« Awake, my ſiſter ; riſe, my love, 
« Let 1 in thy deareſt friend. 


© Wrath's midnight ſhow'r bedew?d mylocks, 
Storms on my head did blow; 

“ Wilt thou unkindly {light my knocks, 
«© Who ſuffer'd for thee fo ; 


And now ſtand waiting patiently | 
| % To give the purchas'd good, 

| © At preſent ready to apply 

The bleſſings of my blood?“ 


verſe 3. 4 Have put off my coal, how jhall I 


put it on? I have waſhed my feet, bow fhall 
1 defile them ? 


When thus in moſt endearing terms 

Kind Jeſns Knock'd and ery'd, 
My heart reſiſting heav'nly charms, 
On bed of ſloth reply d: 


„ My clothes are off, my nap is ſweet, 
„ How thall Leith undreit ? . 
* How ſhall I ſtain my new-walh'd feet ? 
„% Excuſe me, let me reſt.!> | 


My non-admiiſion of his grace, 
His holy Spirit vex'd ; 1 1 
My anſwer for my lazineſs | | 
Was but a vile pretext. 
Ai 
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Verſe 4. My beloved put m his hand by the 
hole of the door, and my bowels were mov- 
ed * for him. 


When l ſo ſhamefully refus'd 
Acceſs to my belov'd, 

Another kindly way he us'd, 
Which my affections mov'd. 


Tho? | his word did baſely flight, 
Yet, e'er I was aware, 

His ſpirit, by reſiſſleſs might, 
Did kindly draw the bar. 


He, to undolt the door, put in 
His gracious hand of puw'r : 

Then did his love upbraid my fin, 
And melt my bowels ſore. 


Verſe 5. I r:/e to open to my beloved, and 
my hands dropped with mzrrhb, and my fin- 
gers with ſweet -[mulling myrrh, upon the 
handles of the bock. 


How long he ſtood, how oft he knock'd, 
How patient, who can tell? 

What drops of grace on th entry lock'd, 
From his ſweet fingers fell ! 


At lengh I roſe from off my bed, 
My drowſy bed of d 


2 Or, in me. 


TEES 
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To open to my ſpouſe who had 
My ſolemn marriage-oath. 


Soon by the wet-Jock- handles were 
My fingers moiſten'd much, 

And ſweetly dropt with oil ad myrrh, 
Left by his melting touch. 


His quick*ning ſp'rit heart fetters broke, 

8 And head my dull diſeaſe; 

As dropping oil that makes the Tock: 
Soon yield, and ope With cafe. 
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Verſe 6. I opened to my belgved, but my Gelov- 
ed had withdrawn himſelf, and was gone + 
my heart failed when be ſpate : 1 ſought him, 
but I could not jad him; 5 { called bim, bue | 
he gave me no 2 295 


I open'd ſtraight to my beloy'd, 
| Expecking his embrace; | 
But, ah! from thence he had remoy'd, 
And jultly hid his tace. 


Mine aching heart did not collect 
His words that gave the wound, 

And, wailing ſore my baſe neglect, 
Away my ſpirit woon'd. 


With great perplexity I ſought, 
But him J could not find; 

1 calld, but, ah! no anſwer got 
To eaſe my reſtlels mind, 
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So much my former ſlothfulneſs 
To preſent damage turn'd ; 

In grief I doubled mine addvels, 
Yet ſtill his abſence mourn'd. 


Verſe 7. The wwatchmen that went about the ci- 
ty, found me, they ſinote me, they wounded me ; 
the keepers of the wall took _ my vail ' fron 


Me. 


When I, 1 private means, with care 
Had ſought, but ſought in vain; 

I try'd his public courts, but there, 
Redoubled was my pain. 


Kind paſtors formerly condol'd 
My caſe with ſympathy ; 

But now I met with ſuch as rul'd 
With force and cruelty “. 


Untender watchmen, on their rounds, 
In open ſtreets me got, 
Afflicted me with many wounds, 
And without mercy ſmote. 


They hurt my name, my head, my crown, 
And ſore reproach'd my zeal; 

Wall-keepers rude, thus beat me down, 
And tore away my vail. 


My fair profeſſion they defam'd, 


Nor did my failings A 


*Ezek. xxxiv. 4. 


1 


Aſtrolling harlot J was nam'd, 
And not a loving bride. . 


Verſe 8. 1 charge ys, O daughters of Yoruſa- 


lem, if ye find my beloved, that ye tell Gary 
that I am ſich of love. 


o Salem's race, when watchmen wound, 


Won't ye more favour ſhow ? 


What pity cant with them be found, | 


May I expect with you? 


| I want my ſoul's beloved one, 


None elſe can give me eaſe; 


| I'm fick of love; Oh! is there none 


To tell him my difeaſe 2 


| His abſence from my ſoul is death; 


O, if ye find his grace, 


| I charge you with my dying breath, 


To repreſent my caſe, 


Tur CoMBtANIONS W oerRDS, 


| Verſe 9. What is thy beloved more than another 


beloved, O thou fairs off among Women? what 
ts thy beloved more 1 another beloved, that 
thou dojt fo charge us? 


Fair lover, thou who doſt to us 
Thy moaning ſpeech direct, 

Whoſe !hining beauteous carriage thus 
Commands our high reſpeCt ; 
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The object does thy love engage, Al 
We judge by viewing thee, | 

Muſt ſurely be ſome perſonage 
Of very high degree. 


What's thy belov'd? pray let us know, 
For whom thou art ſo ſad, 

And giv'ſt ſuch ſolemn charge, as tho? 
He not an equal had. 


Thou faireſt beauty, can't thou ſee 
His match when he removes ? 

Pray what alluring charms has he 
Beyond all other loves? 


TRE Churcn's WorDs: 


Verſe 10. My beloved is white and ruddy i the 
chiefe oft * * among ten thouſands. | 


If why I love my Jeſus ſo, 


The wond'ring world inquire ; 4 
My grounds are ſuch as, did they know. 
Their hearts would alſo fire. 4 
O there is no belov'd like mine! | 
He's white and ruddy both; | 3 


All human beauties, all divine 
His glorious perſon clothe. 


White in his natures both deſcry'd, : 
From ev'ry blemiſh free; 


* Or, Randatd-bearer. 


Fo 
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And ruddy, in his garments dy'd 
With blood he ſhed for me. 


Was he not red but only white, 
The lily not the roſe, 

He might ſuffice the angel's ſight ; 
But I am none of thoſe, 


Was he-not white but only red, 
A ſuff' rer for his ſin, 


His blood would reſt upon his head, 


Nor could I joy therein. 


But here's my joy and confidence, 
Both mixt I ſee by faith, 
The whiteneſs of his innocence, 


The redneſs of his death. 


Since for my fin he bore diſgrace, 
Who yet from fin was free; 

This makes his white and ruddy face 
A beauty meet for me. 


The chief of chiefs beyond compare, 
Immanuel God- man, 

Among ten thouſand enſigns fair, 
Triumphant leads the van. 


To him the heav'ns their homage bring, 
To him celeſtial throngs, 


Ten thouſand ſaints and angels ſing, 


With rapture on their tongues. 


Created wiſdom cannot ſcan 


The root of Jeſſe's rod, 
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Nor ſpeak the greatneſs of the man; 
The grandeur of the God. 


Verſe 11. Hrs he. „ moſt fine ol, 


his lacks are by Dy, and as black as a ra. 
ven. 


His head which once was crown'd with thorns 
And where all wiſdom dwells, 

A crown of glory bright adorns, 

Which fineſt gold excels; 


So firm, fo bright, ſo eminent, 
And durable for ay, 

Is his extenſive government, 
And univertal ſway. 


Black as a rav'n's, his curled hair 
And buihy locks; a mark. 

That QtilFinis age is freſh and fair, 
His counſels deep and dark. 


Beauties of youth and age agree 
' To deck his awful ſway ;. 
Fair youth, without inconllancy, 
Full 25 without 8 8 8 


Verſe 12. His eyes are as the eyes 6 of doves 


by the rivers of * waters waſhed with muk, 


and "fry ſet. 


* Heb. Setting in fee? 5 8 Fitly 1 and ſet as 3 
precious Kone in the foil of a ring. 
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His dove-like eyes moſt bright appear 
Like theſe the brooks have wet, 
Or milky ſtreams have moiſt'ned clear, 


Like diamonds fitly ſet. 


Theſe ſparkling eyes with piercing fight 
O'erſee the ſhades of death ; 
Inſpecting ſecrets of the night, 
And ſearching hell beneath. 
He with his fix'd and ſteady eyes 5 
Beholding diſtant parts 7 
Both deeps divine of counſel ſpies, 
And deeps of human hearts, 


Behold both loftineſs and love 
In his omniſcient eye ; 

The eagle temper'd with the dove, 
With meekneſs, majeſty. 


Verſe 13. His cheeks are as a bed of ſpices, 
as * ſweet flowers: his lips like lilies, drop.- 
ping ſweet ſmelling myrrh. 


His roſy cheeks a bed of flow'rs 
Still tow'ring up perfume ; 

{ Or ſpices that with ſummer-ſhow'rs ; 
Their ſweeteſt ſcent reſume, 


Theſe very cheeks he once reſign'd 
| +» To them that pluck'd the hair, 
TT Moſt ſweetly to th' enlighen'd mind 
Refreſhing virtue ſhare. 


* Towers of periume. - 
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His lips, reſembling lily-blooms, 
Drop ſ:v'ry'words of grace, 
Like oil oi myrrh wich fiie perfumes, 
To ſuit a faint ng caſe, 


The balmy drops his lips aF>rd, 
Give life 10 ſons of death: 
The vital ſavour of his word 
Reſtores expiring breath. 


Verſe 14. His hands are as "I ringe fet 
with the ber * his belly is as bright ivon 
over/aid with ſapphires, 


His hands are fairer to behold, 
Tho? once nail'd to the tree, 
Than beryls ſet in rings of gold 5 
So rich in bounty's he. 


His operations mighty, mall, 

No mortal underſt:ngs | 
For all the werks of Gad hive paſt 
Thru? theſe his precious hands. 


No iv'ry fine fo bright is found, 
Wich fappbires overlaid ; 
As bowels of compailion round 


Do gild his pierced fide. 


The love about his heart that twines 
Still firm without decay, 
In inſtances unn umber'd ſhines 

With ſparkling bright array. 
Or bovrels, the fame words bs n verſe 4. 
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Verſe 15. Hi. legs are as pillars of marble, 
fet pan fockr!s of fire god: his coun- 
tenunce 3s as Lebanon, excelient as the ce- 2 
dars. | F : 

His legs like marble-pillars ſtand 

O golden ſockcts fine; 
So firm's ihe throne of his command, 
So ev'n his paihs divine, 


He ft:tely Reps, his ſteady way, | 
His table kingdom proves [ 
A.'s {oi6 gold, not meuld'ring clay l 
Like fading mortal loves. | ; 


SE 


His counter.ance more loſty is 
Than Lebanon by far, 8 
More excellent than all its trees | 4 
Aud ſtately cedars are, 


So high, fo eminent is ke, 
That in his perſon ſhine 

The gl ies of the Dicty, 
With maj: ty divine. 


Verſe 16. Hts 8 is 11 oy feet : yea * be 
5 allogetber l. 


Lo, his le month that once did taſte 
| Ihe bitter gall for me, 


* He is all deſires. 
L ij 
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With charms divinely ſweet 1s grac'd, 
Unto the laſt degree. 


Grace pour'd into his lips alway 
Does thence ſo ſweetly run; | 
They ſhare the Father's grace for ay 
Who do but kiſs the Son. 


His mouth a triple heav'n imports 

| A word, a ſmile, a kiſs; 

A triple doom to daſh their ſports 
Whoſe lips profane the bliſs. 


How hard, tho? ſweet, this limning taſk ! | 


I faint, I muſt ſuccumb ; 
He is (if what he is, you aſk) 
All over loves in ſum. 


How weak. my tongue his glory ſings, 
Which drowns ſerapphic art; 
He's all defiderable things, 


And charms in ev'ry part. 


Adoring heav'ns his name confeſs 
The infinite unknown, 
And in created human dreſs 
The uncreated One. 


Their tongues that do his glory ſpeaks, 
In loud and lofty lays, | 
For higher notes are ſtill to ſeek, 
And never reach his praiſe. 


I wrong his name with words ſo faint, 
Nor half his worth declare: 


PS 


EN == 1 * 
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ir 

12 

Can finite pencils ever paint 71 
. 5 Hh 

The infinitely fair 2. "1 
bis is my beloved, this is my friend, O a 
daughters of Jer a cm. 9 
My union to his perſon dear, 1 
B ars fuch ſubilant:al bliſs ; . 

All mortal loves and friendſhip here, 1 


Are out ihe thade ot this. 


* n 
＋ < . 


Whatever ſweet relations be = 
Ming creatures great or ſmall, 

There's infinite diſparity | 
Between him aud them all. 


Yet how much in himſelf he is, 
So much is he to me: 

For he is mine, and Jan his, 
And evermore {hall be. 


The more I hold his glory forth, 
Or would his name untold ; 
The more incomparable worth 
I ſtill in him bchold. 


Now this, O Salem's progeny, 
This is my love, my friend; 
Search heav'n and earth, but ſure am I, 
His match you'll never find. 


Your queſtion far exceeds my reach, 
What's my belov'd? ſaid ye: 
His praiſe deteais my fault'r ing ſpeech ; 
But (pray you) come and fee, 
| | 15 
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CHAP. VI. 


The Church profeſſeth her faith in Chriſt—Ohrit ſhoweth 
the Graces of the Church, and his Love towards her. 


| Tat Comranions WorDs. 


Verſe 1. Whither is thy beloved gone, O thou 
faireſt among women? whither is thy be- 


loved gone aſide? that we may ſeek hin 


with thee. 


SUCH glorious things are told by thee 
About thy matchleſs mate ; 

His ſeekers too we fain would be, 
And ſhare thy happy ſtate. 


Thy holy walk and talk 1s ſuch, 
Thy countenance ſo fair, 

We think whom thou commend'ſt fo much, 
Muſt be beyond compare, 


O where is thy beloved gone, 
Thou faireſt of thy kind, 
So happy in that glorious one | 
On whom thou ſett'ſt thy mind? 


Where he is gone? pray let us know 
What place frequents he moſt ! 

That we in queſt of him may go, 
Nor find our travel loſt, 


th 
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Tat Cfñugch's Worns. 


Verſe 2. My belbved has gone down into his 


garden, to the beds of ſpices, to feed in the 
gardens, and to gather lilies. 


Lo, my belov'd tho? he enthron'd 
In glory keeps his place, 
Yet here below is to be found 
In gardens of his grace. 


He plants, he waters ev'ry tree, 
His bleſſing makes them ſpring ; 
Then gladly comes he down to ſee 
What rich increaſe they bring. 


He walks among the ſpicy beds, 
Where aromatics flow ; 

And in his young plantation feeds, 
Where fruits delicious grow. 


He gathers there his choſen crop 
Of lilies, without toll ; 

And, when full ripe, he picks them up 
To deck his fairer foil. 


Th? aſſemblies of his growing ſaints 


Are ſtill his chief repair : 
Whoe'er his gracious preſence wants, 
May ſeek with ſucceſs there. 


Verſe 3. J am my beloved's, and my beloved is 
mine : he feedeth among the lilies *. 


* See chap, ii. 16. this more largely explained, 
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Tho? now my Lord from me abſcond, 7 
Vet judge bim not unkind : 05 

In's temple oit I have him found, 
And hope again to find. Ho 
Aud tho? from me to ſenſe he hides, An 
My lauh holds talt his name; 

Mine int'reſt 1 him firm abides, 
1 in nut quit my claim. Th 
He nas my warmeſt love engroſs'd, An 


Aud 1 puficts his heart; 
His love and mine unite, | boaſt 
Nor desth nor hell can Parts Le 


The bond of love fo firm abides, JI 
Es'n in the darkett day, | 
That tho' behind the thade he hides, 
| tze's never far away. 


Tho? he his nobleit table ſpreads, * 
Among his flow'rs above; 

Yet here amiltt his lity-beds 
He Keeps his feaſts of love. T 


Thie ordinances of his grace A 
Are ficlus of his repair: 
There I have ſeen his glorious face, | | 

Aud you may ice him there. a 


0 HRIST" S WoRrDS., 


Verſe 4. Thu art beautiful, O my love af 


the Song of Solomon. 


Tirz TY comely as Jeruſalem, terrible as an 


army with banners. 


How comely is the bride I ſee, 
Who thus mine-abfence wail'd, 
And kindly thought and ſpoke of me, 
| Ev'n when my face was vail'd ! 


Thy zeal for me when I withdrew 
I highly muſt approve ; 
And now return to thee to ſhow 
My great reſpect and love. 


I did forgive, and have forgot, 
All thine infirmities: 
Thy holy ſoul, from ſin remote, 

Is beauteous in mine eyes. 


More fair thou att, my lovely prey, 
More comely in my ſight, 
Than ever Tirzah once ſo gay, 
Or Salem once ſo bright. 
Thine aſpect's awful majeſty 
Does ſtrike thy foes with fear; 
As armies do, when banners fly, 
And martial flags appear. 


How does thine armour glitt'ring bright 


Their frighted ſpirits quell ? 
The weapons of thy warlike might 
Defy the gates of hell. 


129 . 
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v. iſe 8. Yes away thine. eyes from me, 1 


they have overcame ine *. 


Smali 8 es 55 foes muſt bow 
Wney faith does kcep the field-ʒ 
For, lo! I am thy eaprive too, 
Aud kindly forc'd to yield. 


| Thy charming eyes of faith and love, | Th 
That make myſelf their prize, 
| Have overcome me; pray re move Tt 
And turn away thine eyes. 
They powrivily my heart detain, Y, 
I kinn ly paſſious fili; 
Let 10 un willing vict'ry gain, | Fe 
But win me te. thy will. 
Thy daring, galiant arms of grace, | T 
| | Have o'r me fuck a ſway; 
| I'm co:quer'd with then kind embrace; A 
| And cannot ſay chte nay, 
Thy picreing eyes, that raviſh me, ES F 
| Co mand me as they lift : 
| My ſj:irit's aiding force in thee ] 
; Is pow*r 1 eau't reliſt. 
0 OCcaſe, wreſtling Jacob. let me go, | £ 
| My love, let ne alone; 
If not, except I bleſs they lo! | 1 


My ble lling thou has: on. 


® Sec moꝛe on this ſubject, chap. iii. 4. and. iv. 9. 


the Song of Solomon. zr 


y hair is as a 4 c of goats that appear 

Jo l fromGilead. Veorlc b. Thy teeth are ar a 
flick f the p 0 15h go fo am the wijhing, 
whereof e ery ne b:urets wins and there 
is nt ine barren amoug bem Verte 9, A 
a piece of 1 "01neg ranate are thy tr mplec 
within h a 


Thy {11 th fu! carriage toward me | 
At our | ſt interview, ; : 
Tho? I obſery*a with jealouſy, 
And thcreapon withdrew, 


Yet never jidge thy change of frame, 
My he.:t from it e could nove, 

For it:!11, like ſo id rocks, che lame 
Is my antha\ en love. 


Thy praiſe I ſounded in thine ears, 
E'er thou waſt io u K. „d; 
And now indulge no faithlefs tears, 
As it 1 chang'd my mind. 


For to evince the love I bore, 
Des ſtill ihe tare remain, 

I now commend tice as be ore, 
And in the former Rrain. 


Gay, like a comely fluck of goats, 
On Gilead's ſt iicly trerght, 

Is thin e A e adoining nN Ir, that notes 
Thy converſation bright. 


* See theſe words more largely explained, Chap. iv. 15 
2, 3+ 
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No *broider'd ornamental hair, 
That trims up mortal clay, 

Can parallel the heav'nly air 
Of thy well-order*'d way. 


Thy teeth, the bread of life that eat, 
And feed upon my fleſh, 

Are acts of faith in number great, 
In nature fair and freſh, 


Thine active zeal, yet mild, does Bp; 
A juſt equality, 

Like ev'nly rounded flocks of ſheep 
New paſs'd the ſhearer's eye. 


Thy purity exceeds their fleece 
Waſh'd in the cryſtal flood; 

Thy fruits of holineſs and peace 
Outvy their num'rous brood. 


There does not in the flock appear 
One barren, fruitleſs womb : 

But all by twins their offspring bear, 
And bring them bleating home. 


Le granates halv'd, thy temples fair 
Within thy locks appear? 
While ruddy bluſhes deck thy pray'r, 
When none but God doth hear. 


Thou modeſt hid'ſt thy roſy cheeks, 


Yet thro? the maſk, thy mein deteQs 
Thy beanteous, holy bluſh, = 


4 


* 


When fins with ſhame them Auth : 


the Song of Solomon. 133 


Verſe 8. There are threeſcore queens, and ur- 
ſcore concubines, and virgins without num- 
ber. Verſe 9. My dove, my undefiled, ts 


but one : ſhe 1s the only one of her mother, 
he is the choice one of her that bare her: the 
daughters ſaw her, and bleſſed her : yea, the 


queens and the concubines, and they praiſed 
ber. 


Thy ſong gave me the chiefeſt name 
Among ten thouſand heirs, | i 

And thee the faireſt I proclaim 1 
Among ten thouſand fairs. 


Queens, concubines, and virgins are 
Unnumber'd, whom they call 
Bright dazzling beauties, charming fair; 

But thou excel'ſt them all. 


Moſt holy ſouls, of high deſcent, 

| Are beauties molt renown'd : 

The righteous is more excellent 
Than all his neighbours round. 


My fpotleſs dove as one I view, 

| Yea, all in one to me; 

Her mother-church's darling too, 
And choiceſt progeny. 


The daughters, her profeſſing friends, 
Beheld her beauty great; 

And ſtraight admir'd her in their minds, 
And bleſs'd her in the gate. 


M 


134 2 Paraphrafe 078 


Yea, queens and damſels more renown'd, 
Did all to her give place, | 

And with extolling praifes crown®d 
Her comely ſhining grace. 


Verſe rc. Who & ſhe that L oketh forth as F the 
mo ning, fair as the moon, clear as ihe jun, 
endl terrible us an army with banners 2 


„ Who's this, ſaid they, fo brighily ſprings, 
Like to the morning ray, 

% That cleaves night ſhades with ſilver wings, 
* To hatte the golden day? 


« Much tairer than the gilded moon 
Her graces thine in drels, 

&« And clearer than the fun at ncon, 
Her ſpotleſs righteouſneſs, 


& Behold in love to brats fr rlorn, 

„% What wonders heav*n performs ! 
& Tha: does with flatelineſs adorn 

„% Defil'd and loatliſome worms. 


& By armour which her captain lends, 
„% Until her warfare clcfe; 

She's render*d helpful to her friends, 
« And hurtful to ker foes. 


* 


Yea, while ſbe does ber rank maintain, 
And caſt her irs abroad, 
« Her grace is a ful toward nen, 


% And pow'rtul toward God.“ 


Ve 
{ 
r 
t 
W. 
Re 
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Verſe 11. 1 went down inbo the garden of nuts, i 
to fee the frut!s of the valley, and to ſee whe- : 
ther the vine 2 and be p.megunates 


budded. | 
1 | With friendly mind I bid my face, 
Yet went not far away; 
Retiring but a little ſyace, ö 
My orchard to ſurvey. 9 
85 1 
] went but down to ſee anew 3 1 
8 My garden of tweet nuts, WET | 1 
Within the ihady grove, and view : 


The pleaſaut valley fruits: 


To notice round my labour'd plain, 
It all was very good; 

If tender vines produc'd their grain, 
And pomegranates their bud: 


TE NE $0 
7 — 


If all the water'd flow'ry plains 
Along the verdant field, 5 

Did fruits, pioportio sd to my pains, 
Ev*u in my ablence yield. 55 


Into my heart what cheeriulneſs 
Aud pleaſure did it, bring, 

To lee the early buds of grace 
And bloſſoms of the ſpring ? ? 


I raviſh'd. faw. my beauteons bride 


Lament my abſence lore ; | | i 

; {| 

Nor could mylelf 1 in thickets hide | 5 
From her a moment more. | 5 


M ij 


136 4A Paraphraſe on 


Nt 
Verſe 12. Or ever 1 was aware, my foul “ mad: 
me like the chariots of Amminadib. Th 
Such had my bride? s Inviting frame 8 
Ev'n in my abſence been; 1 
No longer could I hide the flame 'T 
Of my affections keen. | | 
Raviſh'd, e'er in effect I knew, | 
My bowels did me move; | By 


Into her praying arms 1 flew 


On ſpeedy wings of love. 


Sweet rapt'rous paſſion roſe in me, 
But moſt divine in mode ; 

As far as rapture can agree, | L 
Or paſſion to a God, 


My fond affections vehement, 
In ways of grace divine, | 
All towards her intenſely bent, | V 
Purſu'd their love-defign. 


My willing people I provide 
Bright graces, princely charms : 

And in theſe fiery chariots ride | | 
With ſpeed into their arms. 


Oil'd wheels of faith and warm deſire 
That make myſelf their chaſe, | 
Fetch from mine altar {till more fire ] 
Of ſweet lurpriſing grace. 


* Or, ſet me on {the chariots of my princely willing 
people. 


ade 


ing 


Tween heav'n and earth, are like a aſh 
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No chariot of Armmi::adib, 
However ſwift or bright, 

The hcav'uly r-piure can deſeribe 
Ot love*s delicious flight. 


80 rapid olt, tho? never raſh, 
he motions of my grace, 


Of Tg in a trice. 


Verſe 1 3. Return, return, 7 Shulamite, re- 
turn, return, that ave may cok. „ bee: 
ao hat vill ye ſee in the Spulamite? as it dere 
the company of b ο armes. 


Love, in my abſence ſhort, waſt thou 
Wiri fin and grief oppreſs'd ? 

O blame thy faithleſs heart, and now 
Returu unto thy reſt. 


Wich confidence, and without fear 
1 hy heav'nly Huſband face, 

Who wills thee boldly to appear 
Before his throne of grace. 


The heav'ns unite their voice with mine, 
Thy heart return to move : 

Allow thyt(elf no more to whine, 
Suſpicious of my love. 


Return, O drooping Shumalite 
In haſte return ; for we 
Heav'ns Trinity and hoſts unite 
With joy to welcome thee. 

1 
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We want to ſee thee at his call, 
Whoſe peace thy name adorns ; 

He with his ſaints and angels all 
Will joy at thy returns. 


What in the feeble Shulamite, 

What's to be ſeen ? (you'll ſay} 

Is ſtruggling grace a goodly ſight, 
When fin regains the day? 


Nay, lo! my bride (tho? apt ſhe be 
Herſelf to under-rate) 


J on the field of battle ſee, 
In warlike pomp and ſtate. 


Behold two armies in her camp, 
The doubled hoſts of God ; 

Her lovers charm, her haters damp, 
Her happy triumph bode. 


' wo” 
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: CHAP. VII. 


A farther deſcription of the Church's Grace The Church 
profeſſeth her Faith and Deſires. 


CRIS T's WoRDS, 


Verſe 1. How beautiful are thy feet with ſhoes, 
O prance's daughter] the joints of thy thighs 
are like jeawels, the work of the hand of @ cun- 
ning workman. 


Fam bride, thy beauties I'Il extol 
80 lovely in my fight: 
For I my new creation whole 
Still view with great delight, 


How noble is thy high deſcent, 
Not ſordid from the earth! 

How does thy geſture document 
Thy new and heav'nly birth! 


O princeſs of the royal race ! 
Thy feet with golden ſhoes, 

Do ſparkle, while thy walk, thro? grace, 
Becomes the goſpel-news. 


The ſteps of thy affections clean, 
And converſation fair, 
Diſplay a heav'nly, royal mien, 
A ſweet and ſtately air. 


The joints, that ſtrength and motion do 
To thy right ſteps impart, 

Like orient jewels burniſh'd new 
Speak holy curious art. 
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Thro' thy fair port in facred things 
Tay joints as gems appear; 

While holy principles and ſpriugs 
Thy courſe of duty ſteer. 


Verſe 2. Thy navel is like a round goblet, 
which wante:/h not ligu:r, thy billy 1s like 
an heap of wheat ſet about with lilies. 


As is thy ſparkling bright array, 
Fori.?d to thy pedigree ; 

So with thy ſhining outward way 
Thie inward ſhapes agree. 


A wretched infant once thou waſt, 

To open field caſt out, 
From native blood and ſtains unwaſh'd 
Nor was thy navel cut. 


But now, how neat's thy gractous form, 
Fed by a glorious- ſpring ! 

Since grace transtorm'd the loathſome worm, 
To quite another thing, 


Thy infant brood to ripeneſs grows 
Which thy kind bowels feed, 
Like to a bowl that overflows 
With liquor for their need. 


My ſpirit is (to fill thy cup, 
And give thee rich wcreaſe) 
A well of water ſpringing up 
In thee to endleſs bliſs. 


” A 
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Thy fruitful womb a heap of wheat 
*Aſſimilates in mode; 

Thy royal marriage makes thee meet 
For bearing fruit to God. 


Fruit deck'd around with fleurs-de-luce, 
Each grace of active vent; 
A product rich of fruit for uſe, 
With flow'rs for ornament. 


* Zion's fertile womb has meat 
For babes, her lily-brood ; 

And yields them plenty ſtore of wheat, 
When ripe for ſolid food. 


Vers s 3. hs two 00 are e like tuo young 


roes that are twins f. 


Thy breaſts of love reſemble roes 
That ſeem delightful twins; 


Such equal care to feed thou ſhews, 


Thy babes in ſacred inns. 


Thou op'neſt frank a twofold breaſt, 


Two teſt'ments and two ſeals, 
Which to thy children yield a feaſt 
Of milk for daily meals. 


Thine equal breaſts delightful feed 
With milk of fweet ſolace, 


In juſt proportion to the need 


Of all the babes of grace. 


* Reſembles, 4 See chap. iv. 85 
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My children dear nurs'd at thy ſide H 
Tay kindly bowels ſhow, 
And plainly prove my beauteous bride B. 


A truitiul mother too. 


Verſe 4. * Thy neck is as a tower of i ivory, 
thine eyes lite the fiſh pooks of Heſhbon, by ＋ 
the gate of B babhim: thy neſe is as the | 
tower of Lebanon, which looteth toward Da- 
maſcus. 9 85 ee A 


Thy neck of precious faith excels | 13 

The faireſt iv? ry tower; 

It holds the glorious head, and dwells 
Upon the rock ot power, 


Rais'd and conſpicuous, it attracts 

All eyes, and wonder breeds 2 V 
It ſtands renown?d for valiant acts, To 

For ſtrange and mighty deeds. 


No iv'ry whiter than the ſwan | 
Can match thy precious faith 3 \ 
No tow'r with equal boldneſs can 7 
D-fy the gates « of death. 


Tine eyes like Heſhbon?: 8 ARS FIN pools 
Near by Bat abbim's gate, þ 

Enlig':ten'd brightly, twat, the fools, 
That hug blind nature's Rate. 


More clear than any ſilver brook, 
Thine eyes of knowledge trace 


* Sec chap. iv. 4. 


he 


as 


Hid myſt'ries in the ſacred book, 
Unfathom'd deeps ot grace. 


But all conceal'd this glory lies 
From haughty ſons of pride, 

Whole boaſted wit does blind the eyes, 
And hrav'nly light deride, 


Thy noſe of quick ſagacity 
Like Leb'non's tower doth riſe, 
And with bold look Damaſcus PFs 


To face thine enennes. 


Becauſe they ftrong and ſubtile are. 
Thou keep'ſt the frontier- tow'r; 

To ſmeli their policy afar, 
And watch againit their pow'r. 


Verſe 5. 7 bea upon ebee is like Carmel *. 
and the hair of thine bead like purple. — 


Thy heav'nly mind intelligent 
E xcels the wiſe on earth, 
While /trangers to thy high defcent, 
And to tity heav*nly birth. 
Thy lofty head and ſtately hrow 
Looks to the heav'ns above, 
And ſcor:ful ſm:les on all below, 
As worthlefs of thy love. 


Thy helmet and thy head. piece is 
Hope built on precious blood: 


Or, Crimſon. 
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High 1s thy head extoll'd by this 


*Bove ev'ry foe and flood. 


Higher by far than Carmel top, 
The walls of heav'n to ſcale ; 
When thine advent'rous ſoaring hope 
Takes place within the vail. 


Th' excellency of Carmel high 
Can't match thy crimſon head; 
Its hairs are of a purple dye 

Which once thy Lord did bleed. 


Each pin which holds thy hair in dreſs, 
Each glance from grace within, 
Speaks univerſal ſtatelineſs; 
Not one diſorder'd pin. 


Each holy air around thy face 

Does ſo thy beauty *hance, 
A luſtre ſhines in ev'ry grace, 
A charm in ev'ry glance. 


Te King is * held in the galleries. 


To prove the beauty raviſhing 
And luſtre of thy dreſs ; 
How does it captivate the king, 
And deep his heart impreſs! 
Jeſus the King of kings renown'd 
Is held within thine arms, 


we. bound. 


In 


N 
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In gall'ries of his grace, and bound 
A captive to thy charms. | 


The glorious and majeſtic One, | 
Whom death could ne'er detain 
Is by thy powerful graces won, 
And ty'd as with a chain. 


Strange lovelineſs it is e 3 8 
The regent of the ſkies! 

Conſtraining him to ſtay and gaze; 1 25 
It ſo attracts his eyes 5 


Bold with the King are faith's efforts; 
Bleſs'd they the conqueſt ſhare !. 

Who win him to his ſacred courts; 
And then can hold him there. 


Such is the glory of his grace, 
He boaſts to be o'ercome ; 

And feaſts the vi&or with ſolace, 
Who fought but for a crumb. 


F 


Verſe 6. * How fair and bow pleaſant art 
thou, O love, for delights. 


O love no words can [pecify 
Thy forms of lovelineſs; 
Delights of diverſe kinds in the 

Are more than I expreſs. 


No equal for delights haſt thou, | 
No match on earth below : ; 


* Or, How art thou made fair. 2 A 
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I call thee fair and pleaſant too, 


Becauſe I made thee ſo. _ . 
My love, thy dreſs without how fair ! | 

Within how ſweet to me! | 1 
My righteouſneſs and graces are 

The robes I made for thee. 5 9 4 
My lab'ring life was ſpent throughout 

The marriage fuit to ſpin, we 
That makes my bride all fair without, 

All glorious too within. 1 


Verſe 7. This thy flature is like to a palm iree, Lo 
and thy breaſts to clufters of grapes. 


The ſweet proportion I obſerve 
Of graces fair in thee ; 5 
None from. their proper ſtation ſwerve, Th 
But act harmoniouſly. 


Thy ſtature, like the palm-tree firm, 
Is ſtately, ſtraight, and tall: 

No burden can the flouriſh harm, V. 
No years the growth enthral. | 


Thy breaſt of love to me and mine, | 

Square to the goſpel plan; 
Cheer, like the cluſters full of wine ; 
I he heart of God and man. Tl 


. Verſe 8. I ſaid, I will go up to the palm tree, 
J will take hold of the boughs thereof : nah + 


2 


ee, 


"cf, 
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alfa thy breaſts [hall be as cluſters of the | 


vine, and the ſmell of thy noſe liłe . 


% will, ſaid I, this palm- tree climb, 
« This lovely walk approve, 

« And to my bride in holy trim 
„I'll manifeſt my love *. 


41 apprehend by ſaving grace, 
6 As I decreed of old, 

« Her little boughs, her gender race, 
* And never quit the hold.” 


Lo! heav'n ſhall then thy breaſts inſpire, 
As cluſters filPd with wine ; 


My preſence ſhall thy graces fire, 


To thy content and mine. 


The breath of life thy noſtrils blow, 
Shall with ſweet ſcent abound, 

No ſav'ry apples e'er could throw 
Such grateful odours round. 


Verſe 9. And the roof of thy mouth like the 


beft wine ( for t my beloved), that goeth 
down fweetly, cauſing the tips f 1 thoſe that 
are aſleep to ſpeak. 


Thy palate drench'd with holy. love 2 
Shall drop the richeſt wine ; 


John xvi. 21. 


A parenthelis of the bride's, fa ſome, 
1 Or, the ancient. 5 
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So, ſweet thy pray'rs and praiſe ſhall prove 
| A feaſt to me and mine. 


I'll taſte thy cheer, and ſpeak it good, 
For thouPt in upright ways 

Derive it from wy plenitude, 
Devote it to my praiſe. 


Drops from the living vine that ſtream, 
With ſweetneſs down will go; 

To make thy cold affections flame, 
Thy wither'd graces grow. 


My ſpirit's gen'rous wine will make 
The 01d renew their days, | 
The dead to live, the dull to wake, 


The dumb to ſpeak my praiſe. 
Fu CavRcn's Woes: 


Verſe 10. 1 am my beloved s, and His defire 10 


towards ine. 


Lo! how my loving lord commends 
: Baſle me, who bluſh to hear, 
And blood of, grapes from Eſchol WAFS, | 
My drooping heart to cheer. 


I'm not mine own, but his Pl be, 
Whoſe love my heart doth fire, 

And thus has fix'd on worthleſs me 
His conjugal deſire. | 


What line can this love-ocean ſound ! 
What tongue 1ts meaſure tell ! 


W 


1 
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Whoſe height immenſe, and depth profound, 
Won heav'n, and wund hell, 


- 2 7 <5 C 
— 


— * 
2 * 
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Verſe 11. Come, iny beloved, let us go forth i in- 
to the field, let us lodge in the villages, 


— 
. 


— 


Come, deareſt love, let us retire 
From this vain earth's annoy; 

That undiſturb'd communion near 
We may alone enjoy. 


—— 
— — — 


i 


We'll chooſe ſome ſecret, lonely place, 
To vent our joys the more; 
And forage in the field of grace, 
Until we feaſt in glore. 


— 
—_ 


—_ 
ko - A 

"a_ x. 
_ oy. 


Thy company ſuch hidden trains 
Of conſolation brings : 

That, pois'd with this, my ſoul aiſtains 
The pomp of earthly kings. 


8 r 
E _ r — * — — 
— — < 
_ — w 
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In rural villages below, 
Come let us lodge all night, 
Till duſky ſhades of tia and woe 
Ens place to glory' s light. 


Verſe 12. Let us go 2b early to the vine- 
yards, let us ſee if the vine fouriſb, whether 
the tender grape appear, and the pomegra- 
rates bud forth: there will 1 give Bee my 


loves. 


Vato the vineyards. of thy grace, 
Come let us early go; 
N uj 
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| To ſee in his retiring place, C 
If all the planting grow. 
Come viſit, Lord, thy ſacred ground, | Wy 
See how thy nurs'ries bear, 
If vines, and grapes, and *granates round, A 
Their flow' ry raiment wear. | 
O come along, thy fuccour grant, | Et 
While I thy fruits review; | 
For at thy pleaſure ev'ry plant R 
Its verdure will renew. 
The vines their bloſſom will reſume, Li 
The tender grapes revive; | 
See how the *granates then will bloom, L. 
And all the graces thrive. 
In theſe retirements while I live, Ci 
Thy preſence I'll improve; 
And joy ful there I will thee give 3 L 
The tokens of my love. 
In nearneſs ſweet with thee apart 9 1 
I'll daſh vain loves with ire, 
And wholly offer thee my heart, Ir 


In flames of holy lire. 


Verte T3: The mandrakes give a ſmell, ** 
our gates are all manner: of pleaſant fruits, 
new and. old, which 41 have laid up for thee, 
O my belaved. 


Here Lord, for thee the garden's dreſs-d, 
For thee the feaſt is ſpread ; | 
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Come, 1 vouchſafe with me to reſt, 
Below the verdant ſhade. 


The mandrakes here, love-fruits and flow'rs, 
Do ſpread their odours round; 

And at our very gates ſweet ſtores 
And fruits ot grace are found. 


Embracing faith is here, to meet 
My Lord when he appears; 
Repentance here to waſh his feet 


With floods of joyful tears. 


Love, joy, and all the heav'nly train, 
Of fruits with new increaſe, 
Laid up in ſtore to entertain 

The God of all my grace, 


Come thou, to whom I all devote, 
O y beloved Lord; 

Lo, all that's from thy folneſs got 
Is for thy glory ſtor'd, 


Tis thine to plant, to prune, ard dreſs; 
Thou mak'ſt the garden grow: 

In thee my all I ſtill poſſeſs, 
To thee my all I owe, - 
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CHAP. VIIL 


The Love of the Church to Chrin— The Vehemency of 
Love—The Calling of the mee" The Church * ray- Th 
eth for Chriſt's coming. 


TE CRHuRch's Woge. | 


Verſe 1. O that thou wert as my brother tha: 
fucked the breaſts of my mother ! when | 
Should find thee without, I would kiſs thee, V 
yea, * I /powld not be aſpfed. 


So ſweet I find thy bers nly charms, 
Still more and more I bode; 
And long to claſp within mine arms 
A whole incarnate God. 


O would thou as my brother wert, 
My mother's ſucking child ! 

I'd kiſs and hug thee in my heart, 
And ſhould not be revil'd, 


Vea, in the op'neſt, patent place, 
Without a bluſh thro” ſhame, 
I would with joyful arms embrace 
| The babe of Bethlehem. 


Hell could reproach thy church of old, 
That lov'd a child unborn : 


*% T3 me 


* Heb, They ſhall not deſpiſe me. 
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But now the Son is giv'n, I'm bold 
To love, and fear no ſcorn. 


To him I'll give the higheſt room, 
And joy beneath his ſhade, 

That deign'd to bleſs the virgin's womb, 
And human nature wed. 


My God's my brother now in dreſs ; 
And it he would allow't, 
Tho? hell ſhould mock my fond careſs, 


I'd openly avow't. 


Verſe 2. I would lead thee, and bring thee in- 


to my mother's hiuſe, who would inſtru 
me; I would cauſe thee to drink of the ſpiced 
wine, and of the juice of my pomegranates. 


I would attend and uſher thee 
Into my mother's home; 
Then would her courts inſtructive be, 
For light with pow'r would come. 


Her children would thy glory ſee, 
Did they thy preſence ſhare ; 

And I for entertaining thee, - 
Would bring my choiceſt fare. 


To ſpiced wine with *granates juice, 
I would thee welcome make ; 


And greatly would my heart rejoice, 
Wer't better for thy ſake. 


Well were the feaſt beſtow'd on thee ; 
For thine my graces are, 


o 
7 
* 
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Who, heh thou com'ſt to feed with me, 
Doſt bring along the fare. 


Verſe 3. His leſt hand * ſhould be 2” my 7 
Bead, and his right band ſhould embrace me 


Lo, he 3 from above, 
In anſwer to my pray'r, 

Enfolds me in his arms of love, 
To ſhow his tender care. 


His left hand for my ſupport he 
Beneath my head does place; 

Then for my comfort lends he me 
His right hand's ſoft embrace. 


His preſence brings a Bier ſhow's 
Of bleſſings from above; 
I'm cloſely guarded with his pow'r, 
And girded with his love. 


For my ſolace gainſt fin and death, 
I feel his glad'ning charms ; 

And, for my ſafety, underneath. 

| His everlaſting arms. 


O welcome, bleſt, and happy hour, 
When he un end his face: 

I'm then ſupported by his pow'r, 
Comforted by his grace. 


Verſe 4. 1 1 charge you, O daughters of J 


* Or rather i. See Chap. ii. 6. F 
| « þ See theſe words more largely ſpoken to, chap. ii. 7. 
and iii. 5. 
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ruſalem * that ye fiir not up, nor awake my 
love until be pleaſe. 


— — 
»* 2 


— 


— —ũ—ꝓ—Ʒ — —— 


O Salem's daughters, now, I pray 
And charge you, ſtand in awe, 
T' awake my love, or any way 
Provoke him to withdraw. 


—2 


—— . — — 


— 


This heav'nly quiet mar not ye 
With loud offeuſive noiſe; 

Why ſhould ye rob yourſelves : and me 
Of ſuch uncommon joys? 


— — — — —' 
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His ſmiles are free, he comes and goes, 
The happy hour 1s this : 


| Why ſhould ye prove ſuch wretched foes, 
To interrupt the bliſs ? 


My glorious Lord now reſts within 
Mine arms of faith and love ; 

I charge myſelf, my heart, my fin, 
Not once to ſtir or move. 


While he allows his viſit ſweet, 
Let none his reſt annoy ; 

O may I never grieve his Sp? rit, 
Nor fin away my joy. 


TRE ComrPanions WoRDSs. 


Verſe 5. (Who i zs this that cometh up from 
the wilderneſs, leaning upon ber beloved?) 


* IV by could ye fiir up, Or, why aua le, Ts. 
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What fair and lovely bride is this ! 
| Tho! preſs'd with griefs and fins, 
Yet trav'ling from the wilderneſs, 
On her beloved leans. - 


How boldly does ſhe in his name 
And in his ſtrength go on, 
All other righteouſneſs diſclaim, 


And mention his alone! 


His wings bear up her ſoul aloft, 
*Bove all that can moleſt; 
His boſom 1s the pillow ſoft 
On which her head doth reſt. 


Lo ! how on his Almighty arms 
She can her cares unload ! 

And march thro” all oppoſing harms, 
Depending on her God. 


Her ſir'd affections upward tow'r, 
And with a heav'nly air, 

Contempt on earthly glory pour, 
As far below her care, 


Aſcending from the wilderneſs. 
Of ſorrow, fin, and thra], 
And ſtrongly bent for hear nly bliſs, 
She leaves the duſky ball. 


Tat Cuuxcn's Words. 


I raiſed * thee up under the apple tree there 
* Thee, in the Hebrew has the mark of the ine 
gender. | 


T. 
Br 
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thy mother brought thee forth, there Tm 1 
thee forth that bare thee. 


To men's avplanſe with mighty maze 
What ſmall regard is due! 

But, Lord, with thee, who art my praiſe, 
Let me my ſuit purſue. 


Such ſweet experience, Lord, I had 
Beneath the apple-tree ; 
Under thy ſhadow ſtill Pm glad 


Alone to meet with thee, 


I rais'd thee up in ſecret pray'r, 
Thy joyful help to yield: 

For by thy grace I wreſtled Fes, 
And by thy grace prevail'd. 


Thy e too that brought thee forth, 
Hard trav'ling with annoy, 

There at her Son, her Saviour's birth, 
Forgot her pangs for joy. 


The ſaints beneath thy fruiefol ſhade 
Thy beauteous likeneſs wore ; 

They that in ſorrow travail'd had, 
In joy thine image bore. 


Thy ſhadow thus to them and me 
Such pleaſure does afford, 
That more and more I long to ſee. 
Thy glory there, O Lord. 


Verſe 6. Set mo as a ſeal upon thine beart, as 
a. feat pon thine arm. A 
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Grant, Lord, my name engrav'd may be 
Upon thy heart and breaſt; 

And ſo enſure thy love to me, 
My glorious God and prieſt. 


O ſet me ſtedfaſt as a ſeal 

Upon thine arm divine, 
And by confirming marks reveal 
Thy mighty love is mine. 


Grant alſo, Lord, my love to thee 

May firmly be impreſt: 

And let 8 name and ſignet be 
Deep ſtampꝰd upon my breaſt, 


O may my heart the centre prove 
Of thy. affections keen; 
Thy heart the centre of my love, 

* nought to intervene. 


Por love is ftrong as death, eatouy d 16 cruel 


as the graue: — 


strong wings of holy love aloft 

Hear vp my ſoul afreſh, 

Which in ſweet raptutes dying ſoft 
Forgets the clog of fleſh. | 


While thus my heart does mounting 7 
On this ſeraphie wing, =o 
In love to thee, I Kindly die 
To ev'ry mortal thing. 


As thy ſtrong love, O Lord, to me 
Could conquer death and read? 3 
3 


Su 
Li 
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So does my ardent love to thee 
The pow'r of death exceed. 


It kills me, Lord; I can't refit 
This ſtrong deſire of mine; 0 

If not with ſatis faction bleſt, | 

To death, to death J pine. 
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Admit me, Lord, into thy heart, 
Leſt my heart jealous be 
That either thine from me depart, 
| Or mine depart from thee. 


Such jealouſy would fore torment 
And torture me to death ; 
Like the devouring grave, intent 
To ſtop my vital breath, 


mT he coals thereof are coals of fire, . 
Batb a miſt vebement flame. | 
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Theſe jealous flames will quite conſume 
My foul like burning fire; 

Unleſs thy loving anſwer come 
To ſuit my heart's deſire. 


My flaming heart does bleed afreſh, 
If thou depart i' th? leaſt ; 
Mine ardept zeal eats up my fleſh, 
| Love-ficknefs pains my breaft. 


The ſparks of fervid love aſcend 
Like mounting flames on high ; 
With veh' ment force they heav'n-ward bend, 
And pierce the azure ſky. 
O ij 
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O let thy bowels, Lord, be mov'd 
To grant my heart's defire : 

I'd rather die than not be lov'd, 
My heart is all o on fire. 


Verſe 7. Many waters cannot quench * 
neither can the floods drown it: if a man 
would give all the ſubſtance of his houſe for 
love, it would utterly be fontemned. 


No waves could quench thy love, which ſat 
As king upon the flood, 

Of rolling vengeance vaſtly great, 
And on a ſea of blood. 


Thus nor can many. waters drown 
My flaming love to thee. 

Nor torrents of turmoil beat down 
The zeal that burns. in me. 


In vain by flatt'ries or by fears 
Do hell and earth combine, | 
To quench the fire of love, that bears 
A ſtamp ſo much divine. 


Deſertion black, nor dev'l nor man, 
Nor air, nor earth, nor ſea, 200 

Nor life, nor death, nor angels can 
Divorce my love from thee. 


414 


Were wealth to bribe my love, 1 could, 
The. golden bait diſdain, | 

Like deſpicable dung that would 
Invade my; heart in vain. - 
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I caſt contempt on ſuiters all 
Thar dare compete with thee, 
And value thrones no more than thrall 
Should they thy rivals be. 


Verſe 8. We have a little fiter, and ſhe hath 
no breaſts, what ſhall we do for our fijler, 
in the day when ſhe ſhall be ſpoken for ? 


Since now, dear Lord, our mutual love 
Is thus fo deep impreſt; 

May I this acceſs twect improve, 
That others may be bleſt. 


Our little fiſter, Lord, to wit, 
A barren Gentile race, 
With all uncall'd, unſav'd as yet, 
Tho? choſen, by thy grace : 


She little knowledge hath, we ſee, 
No faſhion'd breaſts 7 love; 

No principle of grace from thee, 
Nor nurture from above. 


No breaſts of conſolation ſweet, 
No word, no means of grace; 

No warm i of inſi ructiou meet, 
To feed her ſtarving race. 


What ſhall be done for ver, I pray, 
And for her progeny, 


When ney {hail on the marriage- day 


Be call'd to match with thee ? 
O 11 
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What for our ſiſter- church to come, 
Which Jews or Greeks ſhall LR 
To bring her to the marriage-room, 
And carry on the meh? 2 


CHRIST'S WoRDs. 


Verſe g. If 2 be a wall, we will build upon 
ber a palace of ſiluen : and if ſhe be a door, 
we will encloſe ber with boards of cedar. 


Love, Fl inform thee what we'll do, 
With this our fiſter dear 

When by the goſpel-call I woo, 
And ſpeak into her ear. 


If once the good work were begun, 
As by my grace it ſhall ; 

And ſhe by faith on me alone 
Built like a brazen wall : 


We'll make the wall a work complete, 
A ſilver palace fair “, 

A temple for my Holy IC rit 
To dwell for ever there. 


If once I make her heart a door 
Wide ope to take me in; 
We'll, as with cedar boards, ſecure 

And ſtrengthen her within. 


We Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 


Will frame, advance; and crown, 


* Pſal. cxliv. 12. 


T1 


Ir 


the Song of Solomon. + = 


The happy n at our coſt, 
Which hell ſhall ne'er pull down. 


Ev'n outcaſt Gentiles baſe, at length 
The wond'ring world ſhall ſee 

In num'rous iſſue, beauty, ſtrength, | 

And grandeur, rival thee. - | 


Tak Cnvrcn's 'WoRDSs. 


Verſe 10. I am a wall, and my breafls life 


towers: then was 1 in his eyes as one that 


found favour. 


Kind Lord, how gladly do I hear, 
Thy promiſe made to me, 
For ele& ſiſter. churches dear! 
I roll their care on thee. 


My ſweet experience clears thou wilt 
Thus kindly deal with them; 
For I'm a wall moſt firmly built 

| And rear'd upon thy name. 


Thou mak'ſt my breaſts of graces grew : a 
Like iv'ry tow'rs ſo high; 

I truſt what love to me doſt ſhow, 
To them thou won't deny. 


| When grace my unbelief deſtroy'd, 

And on my rock me fix'd, 
Thy favour then my ſoul enjoy'd, 

| With ſweet love tokens mix'd. 


Then Aid my life's deportment ſhow 
Thiue image on my heart; 
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And thou thyſelf with pleaſure view 
The grace thou didſſ impart. 


Of 


I'm joy ful when to mind I do Xs 
Theſe happy days recal; : A 

By grace was I built up, and fo | 
My little ſiſter ſhall, 


Verſe 11. Solomon * a vineyard at Baal. 

HBamon, he let out the vineyard unto keepers ; V 
every, one for the fruit thereof was to bring 
a ond Pieces of fulver. 


Another object of my care 
Beſide our ſiſter dear, 1 
Is likewiſe, Lord, thy vineyard fair, . 
Already planted here. 


4 
Our Solomon, the Prince of peace, | 
| A vineyard did poſſeſs, 
And to a multitude did leaſe, 
I And let it out to dreſs, | 
At Baal-hamon, where he plants | 
Upon a truitful ſoil, 
And ſervants with commiſſion grants 
To keep it from turmoil. 


360" 


He takes the care in chief, but they 
An under-truſt maintain ; 

He. wakes and keeps it night and day, 
Elſe watchmen watch in Vain, 


From ev'ry ſervant there employ'd 
He ſtill requires the rent 


the Song of Solomon. 


Of praiſe, for what they have enjoy'd, 
And work to his content. 


Each one for fruit thar he aſligns, 
Proportion'd tribute brings, 

And renders for a thouſand vines 
A thouſand ſilverlings *. 


CHRISsT's WorDs. 


Verſe-12. N y vineyard which is mine, O 1 


fore me tm 


My vineyard, love, the objects 18 
Of my peculiar care; 
My heart and eye is fix d on this 


More cloſe than any where. 


Tis mine by ſpecial right and grant, 
By blood and conqueſt too; 
Ihe ſtate and caſe of ev'ry plant 


! 


Is always in my view. 


My vineyard in my boſom ſet 
Has therein ſuch a room, 

A woman ſooner can forget. 
The infant of her womb. 


Tho' nature ſhould her frame deſert, 
And mothers monſters prove; 
Yet Zion dwells upon the heart 
Of everlaſting love. 


* ia, vii. 23. 
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TRE CRHURCH's WorDs. 


and thoſe that keep the fruit thereof two 
Hundred. N eee £ 


True, Lord, the vineyard is thine own, 
The charge is chiefly thine; 
Yet under thee, thou haſt made known, 
The charge is alſo mine . 


This vineyard of mine own, alas! 
Of late I did neglect; 

But now I will the truſt (thro grace) 
More carefully inſpect. 


My graces, talents, time, and all 
| That I receive from thee 
To huſband for thy ſervice, ſhall 
Be always in mine eye. 
The fruits of gratitude I'll bring, 
Which unto thee. I owe: | 
The vineyards revenue, O King, 
Belongs to thee I know. 


To thee a thouſand-fold pertains ; 
And when thou gett'ſt thy due, 
To underkeepers, for their pains, 
Two hundred ſhall accrue. 
The preceding part of this verſe though already ex- 


plained and applied to Chriſt, yet being reckoned by ſome 
to be the church's words, are here alſo reſamed as hers. 


Thou, O Salomon, muſp have a thouſand, | 


V 


the Song of Solomon. 


Tho? none that labour in thy name 
Shall of thy praiſe partake ; 

Yet what reſpe& is due to them 

| P11 render for thy ſake, 


Ea. 


CRRIST's WorDs; 


Verſe 13. Thou that dwelleſt in the gardens, 


the companions hearken to thy voice: cauſe 
me to bear it. 


O thou, my bride, that lov'ſt to haunt 
The gardens of my grace, 

And ſolemn inns where ev'ry faint 
Delights to ſee my face. 


I'm pleas'd thou careful keep for me 
; The orchards of my love, 
Until thy nobler manſion be 
The paradiſe above. 


The ſaints, all thy companions dear, 
To ſocial worſhip bent, 

Are glad thy graceful words to hear, 
And to thy voice intent. 


Take this occaſion in thy walk 
To cauſe me to be heard; 
Make me the ſubject of thy talk, 
My name to be rever'd. 


And while they to thy voice give ear, 
| Cauſe me to hear it too, 


Or, cauſe me to he heard, 
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By flying poſts of frequent pray'r, 
Full freedom I allow, 


I' joy how oft I hear from thee, 
Until the parting ſcreen, 

And range of hills *twixt thee and me 
No more ſhall intervene. 


Tae CHURCH'S Wosps. . 


Verſe 14. * Make haſte, my beloved, and be 
thou like to a roe, or to a young Ts * the 
mountains of ſpices. 


Ab, Lord, communion with thee now 
Is ſweet but quickly o'er: 

We mult not part but with a view 
To meet again in glore. 


IDEs time, let {till freſh news from thee. 
(My ſoul from floth to purge) 


Effe& thy hearing oft from me, 
As thou art pleas'd to urge. 


But O make haſte to bring me home 
To that delicious place, 
Where fears and doubts can never come, 
Nor clouds to vail thy face. 


Fly like a youthful hart or roe 
On ſpeedy wings of love: 

I languiſh while I fin below, 

And long to ſing above. 


* Heb, Fly away. 


the Song of Solomon. 


"Tis good indeed to taſte thy grace 
In gardens here below: 

But better far to ſee thy face 

Above where ſpices flow. 


Theſe balmy heights thy glory fills 
Till the retreſhing day: 

But haſte, my love, upon the hills ; 

Cove cannst bear delay. 


Thy ſecond coming muſt be dear, 
O my belov'd to me; 

For, when thou ſhalt with clouds appear, 
I'll chen be like to thee. 


Thy foes that awful day may hate, 
And view with fearful grudge ; 

But, free of dread, I long, I wait: 
My love will be my judge. 


I ardent pant with reſtleſs eyes 
To ſee thee face to face : 

No leſs than glory can ſuflice 
The appetite of grace, 


My months are ages of delay, 
Each minute flowly wears 

Till thy ſwift chariot roll away 

Theſe rounds of tedious years. 


No balſam can remede my fore, 
Till Jeſus from on high 

Shall cleave the ſtarry plains, and o'er 
The cryſtal mountains fly. 
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Roll days and years out of the way 
Between my foul and thee, 

O haſte the confummation day; 

Amen, ſo let it be. 
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